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Hec potior ſoboles : hinc Cali tempore certo, 
Dulcia mella premes— Virgil. Geor. 4. 


In medium queſita reponunt. Ibid, 
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1666. An Hiſtorical Poem. By John 


\ Nnus Mirabilis: The Year of Wonders, 


5 Dryden, Eſq; 
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Weeping, An Ode in Imitation of Caſimire. 


- By Mr, Lalden. 
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( >a u ebe. on res, not” only been 
ny Fortune, whith was the 
& of your {+ /w Zur you dave beep ſolicitons 
Vol Ill. — 31 of 


in An Account of the 
of my e which is that of 2 
I ig not long ſince 1 gave you the trouble af peruſing 
a Play for me, and now, inſtead of an Acknowlede > 
ment, ] have given you a greater, in the Correction 
of a Poem. "Bas fence you are to bear this Perſecn- 
tion, I will at leaſt give you the Encouragement of 
a Martyr, hon could never ſuffer in a nobler Cauſe. 
For I have choſen the moſt heroick Subject which an 
Poet could defire: I hade taken upon me to deſeribe 
the Moti ves, the Beginning, Progreſs and Succeſſes, 
of a moſt juſt and cellars Wat; im it, he Care, 
Management and Prudence of our King; the Con- 
duct and Valour. of a Royal: Admiral, and of two 
 #ncomparable Generals, the invincible C ge our 
Captains, and Seamen, and three glorious :Gorie s, 
the reſult of all. After this, I have, in the Fire, the 
muſt deplorable, bat withal the greateſt Arguinent 
that can be imagin d; the Deſtruction being ſo ſwift, 
fo ſudden, ſo vaſt and miſerable, as nothing can pa- 
rallel in Story. The former part of this Poem, re- 
lating to the War, is but à due expiation fu my not 
ſerving my King and Country in it. All Gentlemen 
are almsſt oblig d to it: And I know no reaſon we i 
1 ſhould give that Advantage to the Commonalty of 
= England, 20 be foremoſt in brave Actius, which the 
1 Noblefs of France would never ſuffer in their Pea- 
ſauts. I ſoauld not have written this but to 4 Perſon =» 
who has been ever forward to appear in all Employ- 
ments, whither his Honour and Generoſity. have 
call d him. The latter part of my Poem, which de- 
ſeribes the Fire, I owe firſt to:the Piety and Fatherly 
Mection of our Monarch. to his fa ener Szb eckt; 
ard, in the ſecond: place,” to abe Courage, Lpyalij, 
and Magnauimity of the City; both r fo 
conſpicuous, that ¶ bave wantex Words, to celebrate 
them as they deſerve. I baue called my Poem Hi. 
ſtorical, at Epick, tbenghb both bar = 
1 3 aton 


Dat of Hypary) Jam apt to agree with : 
er 


5 them, than ibe Modern are in the cloſe ef that une 


7 g | rupts #he ſenſe of all the reſt. But in this necefſit 
= of our Rhymes, I have always found the couplet V. Ef | 


* 
— S_w_—_c— 0 ew 


” 2 


5 ; 5 Enſuing Poem. f $5 44 1 
Aﬀors are as much Heroick, as any Poem can con- 
tain. But ſince the Action is not properly one, nor. 
that accompliſh d in the laſt Succeſſes, I have judg'd 
it too bold A Title for a few Stanza's, which are lit- 
the more in number than a jingle Iliad, or the longeſt. 
of "the Eneids. For this- reaſon, (7 mean not of _ 
Length, but broken Action, tied 100 Jeveres to t 
th thoſe who 

rank Lucan, rather among Hiſtorians in Verſe, than 
Epique Poets: In whoſe room,” if I am not decerved, 1 
Silius Italicus; ng 4 worſe Mriter, may more 
jaftly be admitted. I have. choſen to write my Poem 
in Quattains or Stamza's of four in alternate Rhyme, 
becauſe I have ever judp'd them more noble, and of 
greater Dignity, both for the Sound and Number, 
than any other Verſe in uſe amongſt us: in which | 
am ſure I have your Approbation. The Learned Lan- 
guages have, certainly, a great Advantage of us, in 
vor being tied to the Slavery of any Khyme; and 
were 45 conſtrain d in the. quantity of every Syl- 
Iable, which: they” might "oy 5 I or 
Pactyles, hefides ſd" many other helps of Grammati- 
cal Figures, fur the lengthning or abbreviation- of” 


Syllable, which often confines, and more often cor- 


moſt eafie, (thargh not ſo proper for this 'Occafion 

for there Fl 2 11 ws = an end, eder — 
Eines ' concluding the labour' of the Poet: But 1. 
Quatrains he it to carry it farther on; and not only 
ſo, , but zo bear along in his Head the troubleſome 
ſenſe of four Lines together. For thoſe who write 
correctiy in this kind, muſt needs acknowledge, that 
the laſt Line of the Stanza is to be confider'd in the 
Compoſition 5b. firſt. Neither can we give our 
ſetvey the liberty of ** part of a Perſe for 
AMES 2 "T_. the 


. ————————̃ — WM — * 
my 


— 


— 


„ yi An Account of che 
Vie ſale of Rhyme, or concluding with a Mord whioh 
is not n or oy 2 variety of Fe- 
- "A Rhymes, all which our Fathers. practiſed; and 
for the Female Rhymes, they are ſtil] in x amongſt 
other Nations; with the Italian im every Line, with 
the Spaniard gromiſcuouſiy, with the French alter 
 nately, as thoſe wha have read the Alarique, the 
| Pucelle, or any of their later Poems, will apres 
with me. Aud beſides this, they write in Alexan- 
. drins, or Verſes of fax feet, ſuch as amongſt us is 
the old Tranſlation of Homer, A : All 
which, by lengthning of their Chain, makes the 
Sphere of their Actruity the larger. J have dwelt 
200 long upon the choice of my Stanza, which * 
may remember is much leiter defended in the Pre- 
face to Gondibert; and therefore I will haſten to ac 
quaint Jos with my Endeavonrs in the Writing. In 
general I will oni i I have never yet ſeen the 
Deſcription of any Naval Fight in the proper terms 
_ which are us'd at Sea; and if there be any ſuch in 
auother Language, as that of Lucan in the third of 
bis Pharſalia, yet F could not prevail my ſelf of it in 
the Engliſh; the Terms of Art in every Tongue bear- 
ing more of the Idiom of it than any other Wordt. 
W: hear indeed, among our Poets, of the Thundring 
| of Guns, the Smoke, the Diſorder and the Slaughter; 
but all theſę are common Notions. And certainly as 
thoſe, who, in a Logical Diſpute, keep in general 
Terms, would hide a fallacy; Jo thoſe who do it in 
any Poetical Deſcription, would vail thei Ignorance. 


. Deferiptas fervare vices, operumque colores, * 
Cur ego, {} nequed ignoroque, Poeta ſalutor? 


For mygun part, if T had little Knowledge of the Fes, 
ver. have thought it #Q Shame 70, learn * Aud i. 
hav meds ſemè fer Wiſtahess dt nh ar vu ran 
2 * ; 


% 
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Enſuing Poem. NL 
beer me mitneſs, fe I have: wented Opportunity. 
0 carrect them; the whole Poem being 7 writte 
and now [cut you from a plate where I Have not ſo 
much as the Converſe #0 any Seamen. Tet though 
be trouble. I had in Writing it was great, it was _ 
more than recompent d by the Pleaſure, I found 
if fo warm in celebrating the Praiſes of Military 
Men, two ſuch (Ee at the Prince and General, 
that it is no wonder if they iuſpir'd me with Thoughts 
above my ordinary level. And I am well ſatisfied, 
that as they are incomparably the beſt 9 Jever 
lad, excepting auly abe Royal Family; ſo alſo, that 
this I have written: af them, is much better than what 
I have: perform d an any other.. I have been forced 
10 help out at ber Arguments; but this has been boun- 
tiful to me; They haus been low and barren of Praiſe, 
and I have exalted them, and made them fruitful :. 
Bat here— Omnia ſponte ful reddit juſtiſſima tel- 'l 
Ins. I have bad 8 large, a fair, and a pleaſant Field, 
fertile, that without my cultivating, it bat given 
me two Harveſts in 4 Summer, and in both op- 
= gre{ſed the Reaper, All other greatneſs in Subjects 
= © only counterjert, it will not endure the teſt of Dau- 
= ger; the greatneſt of Arms is only real: Other great- 
"IN bardens a Nation with its weight, this ſupports 
u with ùt ſbrengih. Aud as it it the Happineſs of 
= the Age, ſi it is the peculiar Goodneſs of the beſt 4 


bur praiſe his Subjedts without 
e © precede from oe 


eſs iz proceeds from @ juſt Con- 
fidence of b150wnV/artae, 19 0 the luſtre 2 other 
can be ſo great as 10 darken in him; for the Good or 
| the Valiant are never ſafely praiſed under a bad or a 
degenerate Prince. But to return from this Dee 4 
ta a farther account of my Poem; I muſtcrave leave I 


$a tell you, that as. I have eudeauonred 10 adorn it = 
"with noble Ti haxghts, [o-mmch more to e efs thoſe "= 
Nu! ; 4. | 
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vii An Account of the 
Poems is, or ought to be, of Wit, and Wit in the 
Poet, or Wit Writing, (if you will give me leave to 
uſe a School Dis. it ub other than the facult 
of Imagination in the Writer, hieb, ike. a nimble 
Verde beats over and ranges through the Field of 
Memory, rill it ſprings the Nuarry it hunted rs 


or, without metaphor, . which ſearches oder 'all\the- 


Memo for the Species or Ideas of thofe things which 


it deſigns to repreſent. | Wit written, 1s that which 
Fs well defin'd,. the happy refult of Thonght, or pro- 
duct of Imagination. But, to proceed from Mit. in 
he general - Notion of it, to the\ proper Wit of an 
Heroick or. Hiſtorical Poem, I judge it chiefly to ru. 


Cn; Perfour, Adponc, 


Paſſions, or Things. Fif not the jerk of [ing of an 
Epigram, nor the ſeeming Contradidion of a poor 
Autitheſis, (the dehipht of an ill judging Audience in 
a Play of Rhyme / nor the gingle off a more poor Pas 
ranomaſia; either i it foomnth the Morality off 
28 Sentence, affected by Lucan, but more ſparing- 
y uſed by Virgil; but it 1s, ſome lively and apt Des 
e 442 in ſuch colours of Speec 
ſets before your Eyes the 555 Otjea, as perfeetly 
and more delightfully than Nature. So then the fi 
Happineſs of the Peet's Imagination ts properly In- 
Pention or finding of the Thought”, the ſetayd is Fun. 
% or the Variation, deriving or moulding: of that 
Fhought as the Fadgment repreſtits it proper: tothe 
Subject; the third is Elocntion, or the Art of thth-. 


ing and adorning that Thought, fo found and varied, 


in apt, ſignificant and ſounding Words: The quick> 
eſs of the Imagination is ſeen in the Invention, the 
fertility in the Fancy, aud the acruracy in the Ex- 
preſſion. For the tuo firſt of theſe, Ovid is famons 
amongſt the Poets; for the latter, Virgil. Ovid 
imazes more often the Movements and 
the Mind, either combating between two contrary 

ata EO Paſſions, 


eech, that it 


Feckion. of 
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Enſuing Poem. ix 
Paſſions, or extreamly diſcompos'd by one: His Words 
therefore are the leaſt; part of his Care, for he pict᷑ ures 
Nuture in diſorder; awith which the Study and Choice 
of Words is inconfiſtent- This it the proper Wit of 
Dialogue. or Diſcodirſe; and conſeguentiy of the 
Drama,wvbere all that is ſaid is to be ſuppos'd the effect 
of ſudden Theught ; which, though it excludes not 
the quickneſs of Wit in Repartees, yet admits not @ 
z00 carions Election of Words, too frequent Allufions, 
or uſe of : Trapes,// or;, in fine, any thing that ſpews 
remotenefs wi Thought; or. Labour, in the Writer. 
On the other fide, Virgil ſpeaks not ſo often to us in the 
perſon of another, lite Ovid; but in his own, - he re- 
lates almoſt all things as from himſelf, and thereby 
gains more Liberty thau the other, to expreſs his 
Thoughts with. all the Graces of Elacution, to write 
more fignratively, and to confeſs as well the labour 
as the — of bis Imagination. Thongh be deſcribes 
his Dido well and naturally, in the violence of her 
Paſſionc, yet he muſt yield in that to the Myrrha, 
zbe Biblis, the Althza, of Ovid; for, as great an Ad- 
mirer of him as Lam, I muſt acknowledge, that if F 
ſee not more of their Souls than I fee 7 Dido's, ar 
leaſt I have a greater concernment for them: Aud 
© that convinces me; that Ovid has touched thoſe ten- 
der . firokes more delicately than Virgil could. But 
when: Action or Perſons are tobe deſcribed, when any 
ſuch. Image is to be ſet before us,. how bold; how ma- 
ſterij are the Strokes of Virgil! We ſee the Oljects 
he preſents us with, in their Native Figures, in their 
proper Motions; but ſo we ſee them, as our own” 
2 could never have beheld. them- ſo beautiful in 
emſelves. We ſee the Soul of the Poet, like that 
| uni verſal one of which he ſpeaks, informing and mov- 
ing through all his Pictures, 8 
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erben W Wa, e ache 
Mens agitat molem, & triagno — 


we behold him ih firing bis Hivags, as ha makes 
Veuus breathing beandy 2 ber Sow indus, 1 


LY KW 7 * 


z lumenque juvents 1 
eres & lætos oculis nn 
Quale manus addunt Ebori deeus, aut ubi ne 
eee Paxiufve hapis cifcundatur auro. 


Fee bit Tempeſt, his Funeral Spores, hes — 
Turnus and Rneas; and in his Ge work which 
eſteem the Dr: vine part of all his „ he 
Plague, the Country, the Butrel of Bulls, L 
 bour of the Bees, and thoſe many other excellons J. 
mages of Nature, moſt of which are neither preat in 
ce nor have any natural Ornament to bear 
them up: But the Words wherewith he deſcribes 
them are ſo excellent, that it might be well a 
to him which was ſaid by Ovid, Materiam ſuperabat 

opus: The ver Sound f his Words has oftew ſomo- 
what that is connatural to the Sulect, and while we 
read. him, we ſit, 6. in 4 e behotding the Scenes 
of ..uhat he repre To perform” this, "be made 
frequent uſe of 9255 hich von ton change the 
nature of a known Ward; by gs it 10 fome:o» 
ther fi unification; and pes is ad __ nean, 
in bs Ke 70 the Pito's.” + | Bs > ML 


- Dixeris egregie, notum # e dba 
- Reddiderit junQura noxum + - 


But I am ſenſible I habt prefumd 00 od ” en. 
tertais you with a rude Diſcourfe of that Art, which 
you blk know ſo well, aud put into Practice with 


4 In 


W 


fallazued h 


na + CE . rr 


| /o mach Happineſs, Tee before L.leane Virgil, If 


the  vawity 10 tell your, and by you the World, 
* he. has been my er iu this N I have 
d him every. where, I know not with what 
Szcieſi, but I am ſura with Diligence enough : as, 
Images are many af them copied — bim, and 
reſt are Imitations of him. My r e alſo are 
as wear as dhe Idiom of ihe two guages would 
admit of in Tranſlation. Aud this, Str, I bave done 
with that beldnejs,. fur which I will ſtand acconnta- 
ble to any of our little Critics, who perhaps, are 
not better acquainted with him than I am: Upon 
your firſt peruſal of this. Poem, you have taken no- 
tice of ſome Wards which I have innovated (if it be 
tos bold for me to ſay, reſin d), upon his Latin; 
which, as Þ offer not ta introduce into Engliſh Proſe, 
Ja 4 hope tbey are neither improper, nor altogether - 
unelegant in Verſe ;. and, iu this, Horace will again 


Et novn, fictaqne nuper, habebunt verbatidem, fi 
Græco fonte cadunt, parce detorta——— 


X The. Inference is ma, 5% for if a Ro ma 
Nees might have liberty to Coin a Word, ſuppoſing 
only "that it was derived from the Greek, war pur 
inte 4 Latin termination, aud that be nſed this Li- 
berty bur ſaldom, aud with Modeſty: How anch 
more juſtly may I challenge that Privilege, to do ie 
with the — Prerequiſites from the beſt and moſt in- 
dicious Latin Writers? In ſome places, where ei- 
ther the Faxcy or the Words, were bis, or any others, 
I have noted it in the Margin, that I nnght not 
ſeem a Plagiary; in others I have neglected is, to 
award as well tediauſueſs,, as the affecbation of doing 
it too often. Such Deſcriptions © or Images, well 
wronght, which I promiſe not for mine, are, as 1 
| bave 


u An Aecbunt of the | 
1] baue ſaid, the adequate" delight of Heroick Pocſie, 
for they beget lamiration, *which'as its proper Object; 
41 the Images of the Burleſque, which is contrary to 
this, by the ſame reuſon beget Laughter ; for the one 
ſhews. Nature 'beantified; asin the Pidtur M a fair 
Homan, ꝛbhich woe all admire; the other ſhews ber 
defommed, at in that of a Lazar, or of a Fool-wfth- 
diſtorted” Face and antique Geſtures, at which we 
cannot forbear to laugh, becauſe it is a deviation from 
Nature. But though the ſame Images ſerve equally 
for the Epique Poeſie, and for tbe Hiſtorique and 
Pauegyrique, which are Branches of it, yet a ſeve - 
ral ſort f Sculpture is to be uſed in ibem: If ſome 
of them are to be like thoſe of Juvenal, Stantes in 
curribus Æmiliani, Heroes drawn in their trium- 
phal Chariots, and in their full proportion; others 


are 0 be liks that of Virgil, Spirantia mollius æra: 


there is. ſomewhat. more of Softneſs and 'T endernefs- 
to be ſbewn in them. You will ſoon find I write not 
this without Concern. Some, who have ſeen a Pa- 
fer, of Verſes which I urotr laſi Tear ro haf Highneſs 
tbe Dutcheſs, have accu d them ef that only thing 
I could defend in them; they ſaid I did humi ſerpere, 
that wanted not only height of Fancy, but dguit 
of Woras ta fet it off; I might well anſwer with th 
of Horace, Nune non erat his locus, I krew ͤ H 
areſſed them to 4 Lady, and atcordingly' I affected 
the ſoftneſs of Expreſſion, and the ſmoothneſi of Mea- 
ſure, rather than. the height\\of-\ Thought ; and in 
what I did endeavorr, it is no-Vanity to fay I have 
ſucceeded. I deteft- Arrugance,. but there is ſome 
difference bel ui ut that aud à juſt Defence. But Þ 
will not farther brile your Candor, or ibe Reader 5. 
1 Jeave' them to ſpeal for me; and, if they can, to 


male out that Character, not pretending to 4 greater, 


which I have given tbe. 


. 


* 
= 
% 


mn. AaAAAatd 3.00039 ..Toe RR 3. IK, AM I nn tt a ﬀAH 


dag 


„ N 1. 00 - ff l 1 


FAY x 4 
LG; «487 $524 i \ F & 


25 Fer pi Eibe, mh . 
on the Memorabie Ficlom gained by the 
D u« again tbe Hollanders, June be 

1665. "ou on e e 
. the North... uy: 


* * 

8 34 . E CI 431 141 

| ” _ 7 110 , 
"MADAM. V -03-8 14-22 


WE EN, foronr ales pet) yon 35 | 


To ſwelling Seas, and every faithleſs 
When you releas'd his Oourage, and fer free 
A Valour fatal to-rhe Enemy, 

You lodgꝰ'd your Country's Cares within your Breaſt 
(The Manſion where foftLove ſhould only reſt ) 
And ere our Foes abroad were overcome, 
The nobleſt Conqueſt you had gain'd at home. 
Ah, what Concerns did both your Souls divide! 
Your Honour gave us what your Love deny d: 
And 't Was for Him much eafier to ſubdue 
Thoſe Foes he fought with, than to part from you. 
That glorious Day, which two ſuch Navies ſaw, 
As each, untnatch'd, might tothe World give Law, 
Neprune, yet doubtful whom be ſhould obey, Oy, | 
Held to them both the Trident of the Sea: 
The Winds were haſ?d; the Waves in Ranks were, 
As awfully as when God's $ People paſt: . 
Thoſe, yet uncertain on whoſe Sails to blow. 
Theſe,” where the Wealth of Nations ought to flow > 
Then with the Duke your Highneſs rul'd the Day: 
While all the Brave did his Command obey, - 

The Fair and Pious under you did pray. 
How pow'rful are chaſt Vo- S! the Wind and Tide 
You brib'd to combat on the Eugliſb ſide. 
Thus to your much-lov'd Lord you did N 
An unknown Succour, tent the neareſt way. 


ind: 
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abs An Ac unt of, the 

New Vigour to his wearied Arms you brought, 
| = 2 was ppheld while 6882 ought.) ... ＋ 

hile, From aft, wel heard the Catnion-play, © © 

Eike diſtant Thunder on a ſhiny D 
Ee ahſent Friends we were aſnam'd to fear, 
When we conſides d what you ventur'd there. 
Ships, Men and Arms, our Country might reſtare, 
But ſuch a Leader could ſupply no more. 
With generous Thoughts of Conqueſt he did burn, 
Yet fought not more to vanquiſh chan return. 
Fortune and Wenge did purſe 7 7 
To bring them, as hig Slaves, to wait on you. 
Fhus Beauty rav ih d the Rewards. of Fame, 
And the Fair triumph'd when the Brave o ercame. 
Then, as yon meant to ſpread another way: 
By Land your Conqueſts, far as his by Sea, 
Leaving our Southern Clime, you march'd along 
The flubborn North, ten thouſand Capidt Rrong, 
Like Commons che Nobility Nen Mor obiny 1H 
In crowding Heaps, to fill your moving Court: 
To welcome your Approach the Vulgar run, 
Like ſome new Envoy from the diſtant dun. 
And Country Beauties by their Lovers go, | 
Blefling themſelves, and wondring at the Show. 
So when the New - horn Phæmiæ farlt is ſeen, .. 
Her feather'd Subjects all adore their Queen, 
And, whileſhe makes her Progreſsthro' the Eaſt, 
From every Grove her numerous I rain's increaft : 
Each Poet of the Air her Glory fings,, | il 
Aud rogud him the pleas d. Audience clap. their 


. And nom, Sir, tit time I aud relieve you. from 
the tedious length of this Accaunt.. You have better 
and eps: Employment for your Hawrs, and 
i wrong ihe. Þ uhlick t0-44tats yom langer. 

clafron, I 1 ſaaue my, Poem. 0 you with all its 
Faulis, which I hebe 30 fd fewer in the * 


In Con- 


+} 


3 


Are 


Enſuing Poem. xv 


by your Emendations. I know you are not of the- 


wumber of thoſe, of whom the younger Pliny ſpeaks, | 


Nec ſunt parum multi, qui carpere amicos ſuos 
judicium vocant; I am rather too ſecure of your on- 
that fide. Tour Cantor in pardoning my Errors may 
make you more remiſs in correcting them; if y 
willuot withal confider that they come into the 2 


| with your Approbation, and through your Hands. I. 


beg from you the greateſt Favour you can confer 
CC Perſon, ſiuce I repoſe pox your 7 
ment what is deareſt to me, my Fame and Reputa- 


tion; and therefore I hope it will ſtir you up to make- 


my Poem fairer by many of your Blots ;.. if. not, you 
4. the Story of the Gameſter who married — 


rich May's eee e her Father denied tbe 


Portion, Cbriſtened all the Children by his Sirname, 
that if, in Concluſion, they muſt beg, they ſhould do 


ſo by one Name, as well as by the other. But ſince 


the Reproach of . Faults will ligbi on you, tis bus 
reaſon I ſhould 1 

to let them know; ibat if tbere be any thing tolera- 
ble in this Poem, they owe the Argument to your 


Choice, the M dom; to your Enconragement, the © 


Correction to your Judgment, and the Care of it to 
your Friendſhip, Z0 which be maſt ever acknowledge 


himſelf to owe all things," who ir, 
iin, 
"Ids mot Obedient, and moſt 

Faithful of your Servants, 

From cakes 2 2 


Wiltſhire, Nov, 
10, 1668. 


JOHN DRYDEN. 
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EN N. es Arts long time had Holland 

grown, 7 
,.{Grouching - At, home, and wer when, 
abroad: 


.Featce leaving, us the medtis to e 


W 
Our King they 0-4 2187 and out Merchants awd. 
II. * 
Trade, which; lite Blood, Mould Arcularl ! "flow, oy 
q Stopp'd, in Her Chanels, found its freedom loſt :. . 
Thither the Wealth” of all the World did „r 
And ſeem' d but Shipwrade's on ſo baſe a Coaſt. 


III. 
For them Alone the Heav'ns had kindly heat, | 
(a), In Eaftern Quarries ripening precious Dew 
For them the Idumæan Balm did feat, #8 
And in hot Ceilon Spicy Foreſts . + CA 


2 1 2 


= X. 8 . 7 Yom " i” 8 "WS 
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(a) in Baſtern nn &e.Þ Preton Naben arfirſt ate Dew. 


conden d and hardned by the er 15 the ranch or fab 


8 terrancan Fires, 4 I wy 


* IV. The: 


5 8 | 5 . rea Tur 1 7 5 e 


we bu ſeed $6. Lab" rey of the Veer; he he 1 
Each waxing Moon * Store, p 
be! ſwell thoſe Fhles, Abel vm the e * 
Their bn ven e the Belgien Shore. 
. N 
A Get 3 1 in 122 Ship s, ſtood hers” b 
And ſe the Richeg of the World from far; 
Jes ſtoop!d to Rowe, leſs wealthy, but more ſtrong: . 
And this may prove our read Punick Was, 8 
Menn | 
What ores can be, where pas to one 1 2 
(But they more ang we e 
Or if 2 Peace ſoon - have =, >; Ve a 
For they would | grow, * pow: 'x vere it long, 
| "Ita 
Behold two 1 N then, ingag'd ſo far, 
That each ſeyen Years the Fitmuſt ſhake each Lands 5 
Where France will {ide to weaken, us by >. ; 
- Who only can his vaſt Deligns yithitang.. 


I. Wk 

Gee how he feeds th' (c 4 Berian with delay... | | bs ; 
Fo render us his timel  Etiendfhi) 7 5 5 4 4 
And, while his fecret Soul on Flandi prays... 
He rocks the Cradle o 2 Babe of Nein. 


Such deg p Deſigns of E ite ; does he lay... 


K F 
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Oer fins , Whole Ca e he ſeems to take in band 2 ' 
And, prudently, — make them, Lords at Sea, Rn 

To whom with eaſe. he 42 give Laws by . f 
This ſaw our King; and long within his Breaſt W. 

His penſive Cdunſels ballanc d to, and fro; 1 
He griev'd the Land he freed. ſhould be HY 

And he leſs for i it than Uſurpers do, \ 


—— 


0 Each waxing, Bee. ] n _ 
that great Heap of Waters: under the. e 0 
. Tides _ Moon, — te N den K. 
Th ian] the anlar „ra J win 
. VI M XI. His. 
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His. 
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3 

Tis gen'rous Mind the fair Ideas drew rx, 

Of Fame and Honour, which in Dangers lar, 

Where Wealth, like Fruit on Precipices, grew, 

Not to be n Birds of Free 


And till his Subjects ecall'd aloud for War- 
But peaceful Kings o'er martial People fets, 7 
Each other's Poize "aa _ 4 

; III. 

e, firſt, ſuryey'd the Charge with careful Eyes, 

Which none but mighty Monarchs could maiguaiay * 

ret judg'd, like yaponrs: that from Limbecks riſe,, 

It would: in richer r Gb again, |, 

it length reſolv d t' aſſert the wat'ry Rall, 

He in himſelf did whole Armado's ng 

im, aged Seamen might their Maſter call,  _- 

And chuſe for General, 4 he” not their Kingy 


: ſeems as every. Ship their Sovereign knows, 
His i er (6 g K 15 1 1 
bo hear the ſcaly Herd when (dg Proteus blows, 
And ſo to Paſture 9 through the Sea. 
l XVI. i 
o ſee this Fleet upon the Ocean more, 
Angels drew wide the Curtains of the Skies: 
nd Heav'n, as if there wanted Lights above, 
For Tapers made two glaring Comets riſe. 
VI | 


Whether they unctuous Exhalations are 
Fir d by e Sun, or ſeeming ſo alone, 
Dr each ſome more remote and flippery Star, 
Which loſes footing When ta Mortals-ſhewn,. ' 


— 


. 
S — 


— 


_ 
— 


I (6) n lun Proteus blows, or Cœ rul eus Proteus immania ponti 
Armenta & maguas paſeit ſub gurgite Phocas. Vim · 


XVIII. Or- 


* n iin Par wet 


„ 
Or one, that bright Companion r che Sun, 
Whgſe glorious Aſpect ſeabd gur n King; 
And now, à Round of greater Years be : 
New Inffuence from Rig Walks of Lait did bring 


Victorious York. did; firſt, 2 find Stccefs, 1.2 

To his known Valour, make the Durch give place ; 
bus Heay'n our Monarch's Fortune did confeſs, 
Beginning Conqueſt: fra his Royal Race. 


But ſinee it was decreed, en King 5 
=; An Britains Right that thou onna 2 the Mata, 
wy  AHeavy'n, as a Gage, would 'raltf ſome precious thin 
4 _ ane there Sond yr Tauſſvn mould be Hain. 


10 amongſt a the foremoſt met bis Fate, 


| 0 | -. Whom Sex 2 GAs from the Rocks lament: * 
| | . hus as an O or the Grecian State, | 
ih | Ne firſt Was ring who frſt- to Batter Went. 

14 XXII. 


1 '4 Theit Chief b blown. up, in Air, not Waves, expir d, 
10 I Which his Pride preſum'd to give the Law: 
The Datth confeſs·d eav'n preſent, and retir'd,. | 
And alk Was Vrituin the wide Ocean fdr: 
XXIII. ; | 
To neareſt Ports their ſhatter'd Ships repair, K 
Where by our dreadful Cannon they. "Dy. aw'd: 
So reverently Men quit the open Aix, * 
When Thunder ſpeaks the angry Gods 58d * 
XXIV. 


With all tte Riches of the Rifing Sunn 
And precious Sand (e) Southern 'Climates brought, 
N fatal W where the War begun. N. 


te CT cc ect —— —— „„ ——_ — „ 


The Atniza! of Holland. | 105 1 1 at \Betghen: 
0 Sonthery Clinatesy ll 5 a 


10 IN a XXV. Like 


* And n 7 app roach'd their Fleet from India 954th 


Misc Pornt. F 
R 
ike hunted Caſtors, conſcious of their Store, 
| 2 Way Aaid Wealth to N or s Coaſts they bring 2 
There firſt the North's cold Boſom Spices bore, 
And Winter 9 che Zaſtern Spring. 
| XXVII. 1 
By the rich Scent we found our | rfumꝰ d Prey: 
Which flank'd with Rocke, did cloſe in Covert lie: 
And round abont their murdering Cannon lay, er 


3 i „ $0.45 5! 
Fiercerthaa Cannon and than Rocks more hard, 
The Engliſh undertabes th unequal Wars © 7 
Seven Ships alone, by Which the Port is barr d, 
Beſi ege the Indies, and all Denmark dare. 
4 . 
Theſe fight like Husbands, but like Lovers thoſe : 
Theſe fain would kerp, and thoſe more fain enjoy: 
And to ſuch Height their frantick Paſſion grows, 
That what both love, both hazard to deſfroy. 
r 
Amidſt whole beaps of Spices lights al Ball.. 
And now their Odours arm'd againſt them flie : 
Some preciouſſy by ſhatter'd Porcelain fal. 
1 Ani bone b Name pr M i e! 
| : XX & uh : | / 
And though. by Tempeſts of the Prize bereft. 
In Heaven's Inclemency ſome Eaſe we find: 
Our Foes we vanquiſh'd by our Valour left 
And only yielded to = eee nor 7 
XXI 


15 


A 


Nor wholly loſt we ſo deſery'd a rr 
For Storms, repenting, part of it reſtor d: 
Which, as a Tribute from the Baltick Sea, a 


The Britiſßh Ocean Tent her mighty Lord, EY 


t 


Dag ne 5nd 12 . W 2 5 
G0. Mortals, now, and vex yaurſelyes in vain. |. 
For Wealth, which ſo uncertainly muſt come: 
When what was brought ſo far, and with ſuch Pain, 
Was only kept to loſe it nearer home. 
. | XXXIII. The 


At once" to threaten and invite the Eye.. 


* 


Ne AID Parr of! 


- XEX]11. 


% - a4 us - - ® ** 
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= 
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The Son, who, twice three Months on th' Ocean wh. 


+ Prepar'd to tell what he had paſy'd before, 
Now. ſees in- E192 Slips the Holland Coaſt, - 
And Parents 15 2 N fromebeShorg 
"This careful Husband had been long away, 
. Whom bis chaſte Wife and little Say; ooh 
Who on their Fingers learn d te tell the Day. 
On which cheir Father 32 to return. 
.X 0 
ud Deſi $ns of human-kind, 
A * oy dr Shi 2 every where! a 
Alas, what Port can Turk a Pilot find, f 
Who in the Night of Fare muſt blindly fieer. 
XXXVI. 
The uodiſtinguiſh'd Seeds of Good und Ml, 
: Heav'n, in his Boſomy from aur Knowledge hides; 
And draws them in contempt of human Skill, 
W hich oft, tor Friends, miſtaken Foes provides, 
| XXXVII. 
Let Munſitt's Prolate ever be accurſt, 
In whom we ſeek the (g) German "Faich in vine 
Alas, that he ſhould teach the Eugliſh firſt, - 
That Fraud and Aariee in the Church could | reign? 
Ge © + + © « Jp 
py who never truſt a Strunger's Will. 
N Friendſhip's in his Intereſt underſtood? 
Since Money giv'n but tempts him to be ll, 
When Pow ir is too remote to make him good. 
. 
Till now, alone the Mighty Nations ftrbo re; 
The reft; wn without the Liſts did andy | 


= —_— — hy — Fon L 
— ICY * W — 


3. 


( * Such are, Kc. 7 — Si bene — 
ubique' fit naufragium. 


— 


G) The German Faisb.] Taciews ſaith of the, Nulos mor- 
talium fide EEE: ance Germanos eſſe. 


1 


K. idle Thunder ue"; lifted Hand. 


Fi 4D? 5 8 IF 
bas Yanuch Gyardian of xich Holland's Trade, | 
= Who envies us what he wants-Pow'r t' enjoy! 
Whoſe noiſeful Valour does no Foe invade, 
And weak Aſſiſtance | 9 — by Friends en 
0 ffended that we, fought without his leave,.. | 
He takes this dme his ſecret Hate to ſhew : | 
Which Charles does with: a Mind fo calm receive, 
As on that neither r ſhuns his oe. 
Job Kt, 4 1 
With Free a aid the Dutch, the Danes unite + 
France as their Tyrant, Denmark as their Slave. 
But when with one three Nations join to fight, 
They deadly confeſs that one more braye. - 
XLIII. 
Lewis had chav the Engliſh from his Shore MES: 
But Charles the French as Subjetts does 1 . ö 
Would Heav'n for each ſome Solomon reſtore, 


Who, by zivie' Merey, >; Hay Tenant 


Were SubjeRts fo but on by their Choice, 

And net from Birth 15 d Dominion take, 
Our Prince alone —_—_ have the publick Voice; 
And all Ns Ern "PNG Kar Deſarts maks. 


He wigs Fear a dangerous War . 
Which without Rifthneſs he before. 
As Honour made him fist the Danger cliuſe, _ 
So. ul he m good on Virtue's ſcore. 

TLYE 7), 54 
Ahe doubled Ghergs his Subjects Love ſupplies, 
Who, in that Bounty, to themſelves are 


So glad Zgyptians fee their Nilas riſe, 
Fa r lr Tien ther Abundanee find. 


Mar declar'd by France. 


be 


- Myon LANY Borns. T7. 
And * W. Frante, 3 like a painted Jour, - 


] n 


255 ur KD bu 9 


<—MTYC baming & ub nr MM. 
Wich equal * be does Nt twWo Chiefs create, 
Two ſuch as each ſeemdworthieſt when alone: 
F 
Sinte bpth: had found a greater in their own, * 
$07 XL Ire EVN ER 
Botb t m ou Conduct, andiſn-Fame N 
N 8 the other s Praiſe; 0 
Their Dury; 8 Ha and 9 too khe fan b 
2 mf N55 equal ' raiſe,” 5 Bu 
The elles os — had =O Worrade' 3 458 
But ance ofle{5'd did abſolutely reigns 
Thus with ther a the Heroes ſtrove, 
And capiquer't. firſt thoſe Beauties they would in. 
1 


The Duke beheld: like 34 10, whh Diſdain 
That Carthage, which he ruin'd, riſe once more: 
And ſhook atoft the Faſces of the "Mali," 
To fright thoſe Slaves with What they fae before, 
Fonte 
Together to hire try camp they haſte, Ltd 
Whom Matrons ing, to their Children ſhew ; 
Infants firſt Vows Bir them to Heav'n are caſt; - 
And 9 future n 5 tens as ey: JK 


| 


With Went 0 eſotous rem mp, nor Abu Trig, 
T' infe& a, Navy with their gaudy Fears: 

To make ſlow Fig den and Victories but 2 
But War, ſeverely, like'i 9 5 ſelt, n vs 

Diffuſivs 'of chicenſclves; Ce er they-paſs, 

| The make that Warmth in others _ peas 

Their Valour works like Bodies on a Glaſs, 

And does its l enge _ \ project. 


LI 182 * 9 
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be Rupert ad Dyke Albemar! ſent fo ge: 2 
5 Future Poople) Examina infantium 5 populus, 
Pin. Jun. 1 in Pan. ad Traj. * Toto, 9 ' 
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 *M1isGELLANY PoE s. 
1 2 4 
* Our Fleet divides, and ſtraight the Dutch appear, 
In number, and a fam'd Commander, bold: - 
The narrow Seas can ſcarce their Navy bear, 
Or crowded Veſſels can their Soldiers hold. 
The Duke, leſs numerous, but in Courage more, 
On Wings of all the Winds to Combat flies 
His murdering Guns a loud Defiance roar, 
And bloody Crofles . "x wy 
Both furl their Sails, and ſtrip them for the Fight; 
Their folded Sheets difmils the uſeleſs Air: . 
(i) Th' Flean Plains could boaſt no nobler fight, | 
When ſtruggling ä did their Bodies bare. 
Born each by other in à diſtant Line, 
The Sea- built Forts in dreadful order move: 
So vaſt the Noiſe, as if not Fleets did join, 
(e But 9 . Nations ſtrove. 
Now ＋ on either ſide they nimbly tack, - | | 
Both ſtriye to intercept. and pride the Wind: . 
And, in its Eye, more cloſely they. come back ; 
To finiſh all the Deaths they left behind. 


* 


| 

LIX.- +" Ri 

On high-rais'd\Decks the haughty Belgians ride, | | 
Beneath whoſe ſhade, our humble Frigats go: 1 


Such port the Elephant bears, and ſo defy dd 
By the Rhinoceros her unequal Foe. TH « 
1 e WE LS 


And as the Built, ſo different is the Fight: : 
Their mounting Shot is on our Sails deſign'd: | 
Deep in their Hulls our deadly Bullets light. _— 
And through the yielding Planks a paſſage find. 1 


. Duke of AlbemarPs Batte!, frft nk 

(i) 2 Elean, & e.] where the Olympick Games were ri lebxated. 

(6) Land of. From Vigil: Creda innare revulſas Cy- 
» Cc ; err N 2 
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# 5 | 3 "IF .. * F 
Wl Our dreaded Admiral from far they threat, 
1 Whoſe batter'd Rig ing their whole War receiyes: 
All bare, like ſome o T Oak which Tempeſts beat, | 
He ſtands, and ſees below his ſcatter'd Leaves. 
| „ . ' = 
Heroes of. old, when wounded, Shelter ought, 1 
But he who meets all Danger with Difdain, / 
Ev'n in their Face his Ship to Anchor brought, ] 
And Steeple gh Roetf ropt upon the Main. 
e 455 EXIT. ; 
At this exceſs of Courage, all amaz d, : ] 
The foremoſt of his Foes a- while withdraw: 
With ſuch reſpe@ in enter'd Rome they gaz d, 0 
Who on high Chairs the God- like Fathers ſaw. 
„ 
And now, as where Patroclus“ Body lay, N 
Here Trojan Chiefs advanc'd, and there the Greek : 
Ours o' er the Duke their, pious Wings diſplay, 0 
And theirs the nobleſt Spoils of Britain ſeek. 
| | EXV. | . 
Meanctime, his buſie Mariners he haſtes, O 
His Thatter'd Sails with Rigging to reſtore : 
And willing Pines aſcend bis Pro en Maſts, 
Whoſe lofty heads riſe higher than before. 
. : 
Streight to the Dutch he turns his dreadful Prow, H 
More fierce th* important Quarrel to decide: 
Like Swans, in long array his Veſſels ſhow, _ 
- Whoſe Creſts, advancing, do the Waves divide. 
| LXVII. P ' 4 
They charge, re-charge, and all along the Sea 
They drive, and ſquander the huge Belgian Fleet. 
Berkley alone who neareſt Danger lay, _ 
id a like Fate with loſt Creuſa meet. 
F EXVIH 
The Night comes on, we .eager to purſue | 
14 The Combat ſtill, and they aſham'd to leave: 
1 Tull che laſt Streaks of d 
Ad doubiful Moon. 
LI 5 \ 1 


1 * withdrew, _ 0 
did our Rage deceive, 
I. Ia 


ight 
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. MuisceLLany POEM 4t. 
/ 1 LXIX. . 
In th' Engliſh Fleet each Ship reſounds with Joy, 
And loud Applauſe of their great Leader's Fame: 
In fiery Dreams the Duteh they ſtill deſtroy , 
And ſlumbring, ſmile _ amagin'd Flame. 
Not ſo the Holland Fleet, ho tir'd and done, 
Stretch'd on their Decks like weary Oxen lie: 
Faint Sweats all down their mighty Members run, 
(Vaſt Bulks _—_— = but ill ſupply.) 
In Dreams they -fearful Precipices tread, | 
Or, Shipwreck'd, labour to ſome diſtant Shore: 
Or in dark Churches walk among the Dead; 
They wake with Horror, and dare ſleep no more. 


f LXIII. 
* The Morn they look on with unwilling Eyes, 


Till, from. their Main- top, joyful News they hear 
Of Ships, which by their mould bring new Supplies, 
And in their Colours Belgian Lions bear. 
LXXIII. 
Our watchful General had diſcern'd, from far, 
This mighty Succour which made glad the Foe: 
He ſigh'd, but, like a Father of the War, 
(!):His Face ſpake Hope, while deep his Sorrows flow 
| XXIV. | 
His wounded Men he firſt ſends off to Shore: 
(Never, *till now, unwilling to obey. 
They, not their Wounds, but wantof Strength deplore, 
. with him. can. ſtay. 
| LXXV. 
hen, to the reſt, Rejoice, (ſaid he) to-day, 
In you the Fortune of Great-Britasn lies: 
ong ſo brave a People, you are they, 
Whom Heav'n has choſe to fight for ſuch a Prize, 
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* Second Day's Battel. 


(!) His Face, &c.] Spem vultu ſimulat, premit alto corde dos 
; lorem, Virg. — | 


C2 LXXVI. 
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x LXXVI. 1 
If Number Engliſh Courages could quell, 2 
We ſhould at firſt have ſhun'd, not met, our Foes; 
Whoſe numerous Sails the Fearful only tell: 
Courage from Hearts, and not from Numbers grows. 
LIXVII. 
He ſaid; nor needed more to ſay: with haſte 
To their known Stations chearfully they go: 
And all at once, diſdaining to . 1 
Solicit every Gale to meet the Foe. 
| -- | » LXXVUL 1 
Nor did th' incourag'd Belgians long delay, 
But, bold in others, not themſelves, they ſtood: 
So thick, our Navy ſcarce could ſteer. their way, 
But ſeem'd to wander in a moving Wood. 
„ 1 CT. 
Our little Fleet was now engag'd ſo far, 
That, like the Sword-Fiſn in the Whale, they fought : 
The Combat only ſeem'd a Civil War, r 
Till through their Bowels we our Paſſage wrought. 
LXXX. 
Never had Valour, no not ours, before, 

Done ought like this upon the Land or Main, 
Where not to be o' ercome was to do more 
Than all the Conqueſts former Kings did gain. 

| LXXXI. | 

n The mighty Ghoſts of our great Harries roſe, 

wm And armed Edwards look'd, with anxious Eyes, 
To ſee this Fleet among unequal Foes, 

F By which Fate promis d them their Charles ſhould riſe. 

fl | | LXXXII. | 


Mean- time the Belgians tack upon our Rear, 
And raking Chaſe-guns through our Sterns they ſend : 
[i Cloſe by, their Fire-thips, like Fackals, appear, © 
4p Who on their Lions for the Prey ae | 
i +> 1 + NINE LT. 
Silent in Smoke of Cannons they come on: 
(Such Vapours once did fiery Cacus bide:) 
In theſe the height of pleas'd Revenge is ſhewn, H 
Who burn contented by another's ſide. | 


AM 


MisScELLAnNY PotEMs. 13 
| LXXXIV. 1 855 
sometimes, from fighting Squadrons of each Fleet, 
(Deceiy'd themſelves, or to preſerve ſome Friend) 
Two grapling Arna's on the Ocean meet. 
And Engliſh Fires with Belgian Flames contend. 
| *  LRFTF. | 
Now, at each tack, our little Fleet grows leſs 
And, like maim'd Fowl, ſwim lagging on the Main : 
Their greater Loſs their Numbers ſcarce confeſs, | 
While they loſe cheaper than the Engliſh gain. 
4 T3 LXXXVI. 
Have you not ſeen, when, whiſtled from the Fiſt, 
Some Falcon ſtoops at what her Eye defign'd, 
And, with her Eagerneſs, the Quarry miſs'd, 24,1 
Streight flies at check, and clips it down the Wind. 
5 LXX XVIII. 4 
The daſtard Crow, that to the Wood made wing, 
And ſees the Groves no ſhelter can afford, 
| With her loud Kaws her Craven kind does bring, 
Who, fafe in Numbers, cuff the noble Bird. 
\___ LXXXVIIL * 
Among the Duteh thus Albemarl did fare: 
He could not conquer, and diſdain'd to flie; 
Paſt hope of Safety, twas his lateſt care, 7 
| Like falling Ceſar, decently to die. | 
LXXXIX. 
Yet Pity did his manly Spirit move | 
To ſee thoſe periſh who ſo well had/fought: 
And, generouſly, with his Deſpair he ſtrove, 
Reſolv'd to live *till he their Safety wrought, ©. | 


XC. 

Let other Muſes write his proſp'rous Fate, | 
Ot conquer'd Nations tell, and Kings reſtor'd: 
But mine ſhall ſing of his eclips'd Eſtate, > * 
Which, like the Sun's, more Wonders does afford. 

5 > Fi * 

He drew his mighty Frigats all before, 1000 

On which the Foe his fruitleſs Force employs: 
His weak ones deep into his Reer he bore, 

Remote from Guns, as Sick Men from the Noiſe. 

1 & C3 XClI. His 
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Thus 


XCII. 


His fiery Cannon did their Paſſage | . 
And following Smoke obſcur'd them from the Foe: 
2 ſafe from the Egyptias's Pride, 


guide, 


u m, Tan F s” 


, 


' 


By flaming Pillars, and by Clouds did go. 


Elſewhere the Belgian 


XCIII. 


Force we did defeat, _ 


But here our Courages did theirs ſubdue : 


So Xenophon once led that fam'd Retreat, 


Which firſt the Aſſan Empire overthrew. 


The Foe approach'd; and one, for his bold Sin, 
Was funk (as he that toueb'd the Ark was ſlain :) 
The wild Waves maſter'd him, and ſuck'd him in, 


XCV. 


And ſmiling Eddies dimpled on the Main. 
This ſeen, the reſt at awful Diſtatice ſtood; 


As if they had been there as Seryants ſet, 


And not purſue, but 


XCVI. 


To ſtay, or to go on, as he thought good, 
wait on his Retreat. os 


So Libyan Huntinien, on forme ſandy Plain, 
From ſhady Coverts rouz'd; the Lion chaſe: 
The Kingly Beaſt roars out with loud difdain, 


(m) And ſlowly moves, 


XCVII 


unknowing to give place. 
But if ſome one approach to dare his Force, 


He ſwings his Tail, and ſwiftly turns him round: 
With one Paw ſeizes on his trembling Horſe, 
And with the other tears him to the ground. 


XCVIII. 


Amidſt theſe Toils ſueteeds the balmy Night, 
Now hiſſing Waters the quench'd Guns reſtore; 
(n) And weary Waves, withdrawing from the Fight, 
Lie lull'd and panting on the filent Shore. 


(m) The Simile is Virgil's, Veſtigia retro ing 
le) Weary Waves, from Stat ius Sylv. 


_Flingta quieſcugr . 3 


roperata refert Fe. 


ec trucibus fluyiis 
idem ſonus: Occidit hoxror #quoris, antennis matia ac- 
| NCIX, The 
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BH 2 XCIX. 5 a 
The Moon ſhone clear on the becalmed Flood. 
Where, while her Beams ute elittering ſilver play, 
Upon the Deck our careful eneral ſtood, - | 
And deeply mus'd on 2 (o), ſucceeding Day. 


That happy Sun, ſaid he, will riſe again, 
Who twice victorious did our Navy ſee: 
And 1 alone muſt view him riſe in vain, 
Without one Ray of * his Star for me. % 
RY” 
Yet, like an Engliſh Gen'ral will L die; 
And all the Ocean make my ſpacious Grave: 
Women and Cowards on the Land may lie; 
The Sea's a Tomb * proper for the Brave. 
1 | 


Reſtleſs. he. paſs'd. the Remnants of the Night, 
'Till the freſh, Air proclaim'd the Morning nigh: 
And burning Ships, the Martyrs of the Fight, 
With, paler. Fires deckt e Eaſtern Sky. 
HA | 
| But now, his Stores of Ammunition ſpent, 
His naked Valour is his only Guard. 
* Rare Thunders are from his dumb Cannbn ſent, 
And ſolitary, Guns are ſcarcely heard. a 
"Py | CIV, | 
Thus far had Fortune Pow'r, he fore'd to ſtay, 
Nor longer durſt with Virtue be at Strife: 
This, as a Ranſom, Allemarl did pay, | 
For all the Glories of 2 great a Ps 
* 5 


For now brave Rupert from afar appears, n 
Whoſe waving Streamers the glad General knows: 
Wich full-ſpread Sails his eager Navy ſteers, 
And every Ship in fwitt Proportion grows. 


0 — — — — — ; a *** 
: (o) The third of June, famous for two former rievoriese 
* Third Day, e 
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To her now 


| 3 | 
The anxious Prince had heard the Cannon long, 
And from that length of time dire Omens drew 
Of Engliſh over-match'd, and Dutch too ſtrong, 
Who never fought three Days, but to purſue. 
| 3 ET. . - | 
Then, as an Eagle, (who, with pious Care, 
Was _— widely on the Wing for Prey,) 
ent Eiry does repair, 
And finds her callow Infants forc'd away : 
CVIII. 2-4 
*_ with her Love, ſhe ſtoops upon the Plain, 
The broken Air loud whiſtling as ſhe flies : 
She ſtops, and liſtens, and ſhoots forth again, 
And guides her Pinions by her Young ones Cries, 


With ſuch kind Paſſion haſtes the Prince to fight, 
And ſpreads his flying Canvas to the Sound : 
Him, whom no Danger, were he there, could fright, 
Now, abſent, every wh Noiſe can wound. 

C ö 


\As, in a Drought, the thirſty Creatures cry, | 


And gape upon the gather'd Clouds for Rain; 
And firſt the Martlet meets it in the Sky, | 


And, with wet Wings, joys all the feather'd Train, 
te #2; C | 


| XI. . 
With ſuch glad Hearts did our deſpairing Me 
Salute th* Appearance of the Prince's Fleet: 


And each ambitiouſly would claim the Ken, 


That with firſt Eyes did diſtant Safety meet, 
CAM, - 

The Dutch, who came like greedy Hinds before, 
To reap the Harveſt their ripe Ears did yield, 


Now look like thoſe, when rowling Thunders roar, 


And Sheets of Lightning blaſt the ſtanding Field, 
CALI. | 


Full in the Prince's Paſſhos, Hit = 


— wt," Ewe 1 148, in ſecret Ambuſh lay, 


Where the falſe Tides skim o'er the cover d Land, 
And Sea-men with diſſembled Depths betray, 


CXIV. The 


a . 


2 


n. 


WT be wity De, who, like fall'n Ange, fear'd 


% 


-. CXIV. 


This new Meſtah's coming, there did wait, 


| And round. the Verge. their e ſteer d, 


To tempt his Courage with ſo 


ir a Bait. 
C XV. 8 1 hack 54 


— 


But he, unmov'd, - conternns their idle Threat, 


Secure of Fame whene'er he pleaſe to fight: 
His cold Experience tempers all his Heat, ; 
And inbred Worth doth boaſting Valour flight. 
PR: CXVI. | 17 
Heroick Virtue did his Actions guide, 
And he the Subſtance not th' Appearance choſe : 
To reſcue one ſuch. Friend he took more Pride, 


CXVII. 
Rupert and Albemarl together 2 2 


Which he to none but to that Friend would owe,” . 
L CXVIII. 2 


Now long to execute their ſpleenful Wil 
And, in Revenge for thoſe three Days they try'd, _ - 


| CEE: 0 
Thus re-inforc'd, againſt the adverſe Fleet, 
Still doubling ours, brave Rupert leads the way: 
Wich the firſt Bluſhes of the Morn they meet, 


His Preſence ſoon blows up the kindling Fight, 
And his loud Guns ſpeak thick like angry Men: 
It ſeem'd as Slaughter had been breath'd al 
And Death new pointed his dull Dart agen. 
2 XI. 7 705 
The Dutch too well his mighty Conduct knew, 


2 SIG * 


F und Day's Battel. 12 
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Than to deſtroy whole Thouſands of ſuch Foes. L; 
But, when approach'd, in ſtrict Embraces bound, F 


He joys to have his Friend in Safety found, 2 
The chearful Soldiers, with new Stores ſupply'd, N : 
Wiſh one, like Foſhna's, when the Sun ſtood Rill, , 
And bring Night back upon the new-born Day. K 
| GET. : | 
Night, A 


And matchleſs Courage, ſince the former Fight : | 8 


N 
| 


| 18 Ne Twikb PART bf ; 
| _ Whoſe Navy like a ſtiff-iretch'd Cord did ſhew, | 
| Till he bore in, and bent them into Flight. 
| 4 TERA 4 PB 6 © 4 7 6 5 In 44 
is The Wind he, ſhares While half their. Fleet offends 
i His open Side, and high above him ſhows: 
| Upon the reſt at Pleaſure he deſcends, 
11 And, doubly harm'd, he double Harms beſtows. 
5 1 Wy © © RTE 
_—  Zchiod, the 14 mends bis Weary Pace, 
Wit And fullenly to his Revenge he fails: | 
w_— (p) So ne ſome trodden Serpent on the Graſs, 
\ And long behind his wounded Volume trails, 
WA „ TS) 61 oc - HR Bebe 
= IT increaſing Sound is born to either Shore, | 
Wl! And for their Stakes the throwing Nations fear : 
Their Paſſions double with the Cannons roar, 
And with warm Wiſhes each Man combats there. 


8 CXXV. th 
Ply'd thick and cloſe as when the Fight begun, 
Their huge unwieldy Nayy waſtes away: 
So ſicken waning Moons too near the Sun, 
And blunt their Creſcents on the Edge of. Day, 
PWW +» SENIORS | 
And now reduc'd on equal Terms to fight, 

Their Ships like waſted Patrimonies How: 
Where the thin ſcatt'ring Trees admit the Light, 
And ſhun each other's Shadows as they grow. 
irs es „ n 
The warlike Prince had ſever'd from the reſt 

Two giant Ships, the Pride of all the Main; 
Which, with his one, ſo yigorouſly he -preſs'd, 
And flew ſo home, they could not riſe again. 
; e 
Already batter'd, by his Lee they lay, | 
In vain upon the paſſing Winds they call: 


_——— 


— 2 — „ 


60 Ce glider, Ke.) from Vitgit: © Quiim medii nexus, 'extre- 
mzque agmina caudz ſolvuntur;  tatdoſque trahir finus 
EY | Ine 


— 
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rue paſſing Winds through their torn Canvaſs play, 
= And flagging Sails on heartleſs Sailors fall. 
ESA% TED CREE. 4 
Their open'd Sides receive à gloomy Light, 
Dreadtal as Day let into Shades below : 
Without, grim Death . — 5 their Si 
And s ent'ring Billows as they flow. 
e 
When one dire Shot, the laſt they could ſupply, : 
Cloſe by the Board the Prince's Main-maſt bore: 
All three now helpleſs, by each other lie, 
And this offends not, and thoſe fear no more. 
e CXXXI. f 
So have I ſeen ſome fearful Hare maintain 
A Courſe, till tir'd before the Dog ſhe lay: 
Who, ſtreteh'd behind her, pants upon the Plain, 
Paſt Pow'r to kill, as ſhe to get away, a 
GS in... 
With his lolVd Tongue he faintly licks his Prey, 
His warm Breath blows her Flix up as ſhe lies: 
She, trembling, creeps upon the Ground away, 
And looks back to him with beſeeching Eyes. 
5 | CxXXIIII. 
The Prince unjuſtly does his Stars aceuſe, 
WV hich hinder'd him to paſh his Fortune on: 
For what they to his Courage did” refuſe, 
By mortal Valour never muſt be done. 
| / CXXXIV. 
This lucky Hour the wiſe Bata vian takes, b 
And warns his tatter'd Fleet to follow home: 
Proud to have fo got off with equal Stakes, . 
(2) Where *twas a Triumph not to be oercomę. ; 
| CXXXV. 77 ' 
| The General's Force as kept alive hy Fight, 
Now, not oppos'd, no longer can purſue : 
Laſting till Heav'n had done his Courage Right, 
4 When he had conquer'd, he his Weakneſs knew, 


ere 


us Wl (9) From Horace, Quos opimus fallere dc effogere ef tris 
ne | 


umphus, 9 
| | CXXXVI. He 


20 D TIRO 2 4 1 
- CXXXVI. Nei 
He caſts a Frown on the departing Foe, 
And ſighs to ſee him quit: the watry Field: 
His ſtern fix'd Eyes no Satisfaction ſnoẽw , 
For all the Glories hich the Fight did ell. 
CAXXVII. 

Though, as when Fiends did Miracles avow, 
He ſtands confeſs'd ey'n by the boaſtful Dutch, 
He only does his Conqueſt diſavow, | 

_ And thinks too little what they found too much, 
CxxxvIII. NN | 
Return'd, he with the Fleet reſolv'd to gay, | 
No tender ws. of Home his Heart Aide: 
Domeſtick Joys and Cares he puts away, 
For Realmsa are Houſholds which theGreat muſt guide. 
As thoſe wh Veins in Mines expl | 
As thoſe who e Veins in Mines explore, 
On the rich Bed geln the warm 4 lay, 
Till Time digeſts the yet imperfect Ore. 
Ana know it will be Gold another „ 
8 CXL. 15 
So Jooks our Monarch on this early Fight, oY 
Th' Eſſay, and Rudiments of great Succeſs : 
Which all-maturing time muſt bring to Light, _ 
With he, like Heay'n, does each Day's Labour bleſs. 
CXLI. 
Heay'n ended not the firſt or ſecond Day, 
Yet each was 1 perfect to the Work defign'd: 
God and Kings L when they their Work 
And paſſive Aptneſs in all Subjects find. 
A | 
* In burden'd Veſſels, firſt, -with f eedy Care, 
His plenteous Stores do ſeafon'd Timber ſend: 
Thither the brawny Carpenters repair, 
And as the Surgeons of maim'd Ships, attend, 
QTLIF 7 
With Cord and Canyas from rich Hamburgh 88 |; 
His Navies molted Wings he imps once more: 


r We, 
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9 mars « +79Þ, 
fis Majeſty repairs the f leer, 7 
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all Norway Fir, their Maſts in Battel ſpent, 

And Engliſh On Leaks and Planks reſtore. 

„ n NT 5 
All Hands employ'd (7) the Royal Work grows warm, 
Like labouring Bees on a long Summer's Day, 
Some ſound the Trumpet fox the reſt to ſwarm, 
And ſome on Bells of taſted Lillies play. 

e een * * 
Wich glewy Wax ſome. new Foundations laß 
Of Virgin-combs, which from the Roof are hung: 
Some arm'd within Doors, upon Duty ſtay, 
Or tend the Sick, or educate the Young, _ 

e ee 
80 here, ſome pick out Bullets from the Sides, 

Some grive old Okum through each Seam, and Rift : 
Their left Hand does the Calking Iron guide, | 

The ratling Mallet with the Right they lift. 

| CXLVII. 1 
With boiling Pitch another near at Hang 
From friendly Sweden brought, ] the Seams inſtops: 
Which well laid o'er the ſalt Sea Waves withſtand, 

And ſhakes. them from the riſing Beak in Drops. 

15 r ee 
Some the gall'd Ropes with dawby Marling bind, 

Or ſear-cloth Maſts with ſtrong Tarpawling Coats: 
To try new Shrouds one mounts into the Wind, 

And one, below, their Eaſe or Stiffneſs notes. 

$4 0d C XIX. 
Our careful Monarch ſtands in Perſon by, 

His new. caſt Cannons Firmneſs to explore: 
The Strength of big-corn'd Powder loves to try, 

And Ball and Cartrage. ſorts for every Bore. 

| CL. 

Each Day brings freſh Supplies of Arms and Men, 

And Ships Which all laſt Winter were abroad: 

And ſuch as fitted fince the Fight had been, 
Or new from Stocks were fall'n into the Road. + 
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(+) Feryer opus: The ſame fimilitude in Virgil, 
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(The Phenix Daughter of 
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d ſanguine 9 


aloft ſpread ce 


CLIII. 


em 


De mne 7 » > 
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t Trim, 


1 


Tanilh. old:) 


Vit room Decks, her Guns of 1 


Like a rich Bride does to the Otean ſwir, 
And on her Shadow: _ 7 floating Gon. 


to the Wind, : 

the Flood. to fro x 2 

8 Weajer charm'd with what his Loom geſig d, 
Does on to Sea, and knows not to retire. 


rd,” 


* Whoſe low. laid Mouths each . laves:) 


feems a' Sea-waſp fl 


This martial Prefent, -pio 


CE 


uſly defi 


The Loyal City give theit᷑ beft-lo 


Makes mighty thin 
Thus-Fiſhes ; 3» Wi 


Their Tail the Rds! and their Head the Prow. 
Some 15 


An uſt 


0 1 
0 * 
\ 


And with a Bount 
Duft, fitted at 


te 


CLV. 


King: 
ample as the Wind, 
maintain'd, to aid bim bring. 


7 By viewing Nature, Nature's Hand-maid, 4 


W her Draught, —— warlike i in her Length, 
ying on the Waves. 
* 


from ſmall Beginnings grow: 
ipping did impart, 


CLVI. 


th. ts 8 Py 


perhaps, upon the Warers Wa, 
ſs Drift, which, rudely cut within, 
And hollow'd, firſt a Hoating Trou 
And crofs ſome Riv'let Paſſage 
a 1 8 

dg fuch as this, the Triſh kern | 
And 496.0 Indian, on e did 955 : 
Fre ſharp-keel'd Boats to ſtem the Flood did learn, 

Or fir-like Oars did Jens from either ſide. 
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. TESTS... 
Add but a Sail, and Saturn fo appear'd, DOE SITY 
When, from loſt Empire, he to Exile went, 
nd with the wr eds j to Tyber ſteer d, 
Where Coin and firft Commerce he did invent. 


. att ES 


CLES. ſe 
Rude as their Ships was Navigation, then 3 
No uſeful Compaſs or Meridian known; 
Coaſting; they kept the Land within their Ken, 0 
And knew no North > ey the Pole-ſtar ſhone. 
Of all who ſince have us'd the open Sea,, 
Than the bold Engliſh none more Fame have won: 
( Beyond the ear, and out of Heay'n's high-way 
They make "I 0 they fee no Sun. 
But what ſo long in Vain, and yet unknown, 
B poor Mankind's benighted Wit is ſought: 
ball in this Age to Britain firſt be ſhown, 
And hence be to admiring Nations taught. 
0 | CLXII. 
The Ebbs of Tides; and their myſterious Flow, 
Weras Arts Elements ſhall underſtand: 
And as by Line upon the Ocean go, | 
Whoſe Paths mall be familiar as the Land. 
1 CLXIII. | 
(:) Inſtructed Ships ſhall fail to quick Commerce; 
By which remoteſt Regions are ally'd: _ 
W * —_— one City of the Univerſe, 0 
Where ſome may gain, and all be ſupply'd. 
4 FC Lay. ny Paging 7 
en, we upon our Globe's laſt Verg Il go, 
And view Ahh Ocean leaning-on he Sky : of 
From thence our rolling Neighbours we ſhall know, 
And on the Eunar World ſecurely pry. Pp 


r EVE 2 SE) Att Py aA. — * _ " k 
, F 


(1) Extra anni ſoliſque vias, Virg. 
(t) By 4 more erat Meaſure of Longitude, | 
1 CLXV. This 


die Tni AD PART TFF/ 
it * 2 V c CLXV. | 
This 1 foretel, from & your auſpicious Care, 
Who great in ſearch of God and Nature grow : 
Who belt your wiſe Creator's Praiſe declare, 
Since, beſt to praiſe his Works is beſt to know. 
| CLXVI. we 1 
O truly Royal! who behold the Law vi 
And Rule of Beings in your Maker's Mind: 
And thence, like Limbecks, rich Idea's draw, 
To fit the levell'd Uſe of Human-kind, 
TFT 3 1 wed | 
But firſt the Toils of War we muſt endure, | 
And from th' injurious Duteh redeem the Seas. 
| War makes the Valiant of his Right ſecure, . 
And gives up Fraud to be chaſtis'd with Eaſe. 
© SES 25 e | 
Already were-the Belgians on our Coaſt, 
Whole Fleet more mighty every Day became 
Buy late Succeſs, which they did falſely boaſt, 
And now, by firſt appearing, ſeem'd to claim. 
| * DL A | 


F 


77. Ä 
4 #5 


* 


Es 1 


Deſigning, Subtle, Diligent, and Cloſe, 
They knew to manage War with wiſe Delay; 
Yet all thoſe Arts their Vanity did croſs 
And, by their Pride, their Prudence did betray. 
l | CLXX, 5 
Nor ſtaid the Engliſh long: But, well ſupply'd, 
| Appear as numerous as th” inſulting Foe : 
The Combat now by Courage muſt. be try d, 
And the Succeſs the braver Nation ſhow. - 
TEN F 155 
There was the Plymouth Squadron now come in, 
Which in the Streights laſt Winter was abroad: 
Which twice on Biſcay's working-Bay had been, 
And on the Mid-land Sea the French had aw'd. 
— . te 6 
Old expert Allen, Loyal all along; - - - 
Fam d for his Action on the Smyrna Fleet: 
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nd Holmes, whoſe Name ſhall live in Epick Song, 
While Muſick Numbers, or while Verſe. has Feet. 
| XXIII. 
olmes, the Achates of the Gen'rals Fight; 
Who firſt bewitch'd our Eyes with Ginny Golde 
\s once old Cato in the Romans fight: + | | 
W The tempting Fruits of Africk did unfold. 
P 
Vith him went prag, as bountiful as brave, 
Whom his high Courage to Command had brought : 
Harman, who did the tWice-fird Harry ſav ex, 
And in his burning Ship undaunted fought... - 
| CLXXY, "0 
oung Hollis, on a Muſe by Mars begot, 


FJ i od ES f 
, ' * | 


Born, Ceſar-like, to write and act great Deeds: 
Impatient to revenge his fatal Shot, KR 
His Right Hand doubly: to his Left ſucceeds. 

KF CLXXVI. | 
houſands were there in darker Fame that d well, 
Whoſe Deeds ſome nobler Poem ſhall adorn: 
nd, though to me unknown, they; ſure, fought well, 
Whom Rupert led, and who were Briziſh born 

1 CEXXVILD 

of every ſiae an hundred fighting Sail, 9 v3 
So vaſt the Navy now at Anchor rides, N 
hat underneath. it the preſs'd Waters fail, 


"© 


- 


And, with its Weight,” it ſhoulders off the. Tides, 
3 LXXVIII. 
Now Anchors weigh'd, the Seamen ſhout ſo ſhrill, 
That Heay'n and Earth and the wide Ocean rings : 
Breeze from Weſtward waits cheir Sails to fall, 
And reſts, in thoſe high Beds, his downy Wings. 
CIXXIX. 8 
he wary Dutel this gathering Storm foreſaw, 
And durſt not bide it on the Engl; Coaſt: 
Behind their treach'rous Shallows K withdraw, 
And there lay Snares to catch the Brizih Hoſt, 
f n 
do the falſe Spider, when her Nets are ſpread, .. 
Deep ambuſh'd in her ſilent Den does lie: BE 
$9802 2 | 2 And 


2 The: Fuln D PART of | 
And feels, far off; the trembling of her Thad = 
ö | Wiioſe: filmy- Cord ſhould. wh the ruggling My. 
q "_.  CEXXRL 
Then, if at laſt, ſhe find bim faſt beſet, - : 
She iſſues forth; and runs along her Loom: 
She joys to touch the Captive in her Net, 155 
Add drags the little. Wretch in triumph home... 
* CEXXXII. 
| The Belgians hop'd,! that, with diſorder'd' kate, 
Our deep-cut Keels-upon- the Sands might run: 
Or, if wich caution leiſurely were paſt, 
Their numerouß Grols might charye us one by one. 
CLXXXIII. 
But, with a Fore- Wind puſhing them above, 
And [Welling Tide We heav'd them from below, 
O'er the blind Flats our warlike Squadrons move, 
And with ſpread Sails, to welcome Battel go. 
CLXXXIV. 
It ſeem'd as there the Britiſh Neptune ſtood, 
Wich all his Hoſts. of Waters at-Command,, 
Reneath them to ſubmit th' officious Flood +; 
(+) And; wich his Trident, ſuov d them off the Sand. 
LAV. 
To the 2 Foes. they ſuddenly draw near. 
And ſummon them to unexpected Fight: 
They ſtart like Murderers when Ghoſts a | 
And draw cheir Curtains in the dead-6 Nee 
CLEXXVYT. 
* Now Van to Van the foremoſt Squadrons meet, 
The midmoſt Battels*haſtning. up behind... 
Who view, far off, the Storm of falling Sleet, 
And hear their Thunder ratling in the Wind. 1 
CLXXXVII. 
At length the adverſe Admirals appear; 
ö two n Oy each Lee $ 0 
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1 Law ipſc Trident, & vaſtay po Synes, Ce. Ving. 
2 Battel, | er, 


| Their 
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heir Eyes deſcribe the Liſts as they come near, 
And draw the Lines of Death before they fight, 
3 
ne diſtance judg'd for Shot of ev'ry ſiza ee, 
W The Linſtocks touch, the ponderous Ball expires: 
W'he vig'rous Sea-man every Port-hole plies, 
And adds his Heart to every Gun he fires, 
CLXXXIX. : | 
Wicrce was the Fight on the proud, Belgians ſide, 
For Honour, A pure ſeldom. ſought before: 
Wut now they by their own- vain Boaſts were ty'd, 
And forc'd, at leaſt 1. pots to priae it more. 


ut ſharp remembrance on the Engl: Wt 

And * of being match'd by 3 

ouſe conſcious Virtue up in every Heart, boy _ 

(w) And ſeeming to be. 8 makes them ſo. 

lor long the Belgians could that Fleet ſuſtain, 

Which did ]. Gen'rals Fates, and Cæ ſar's bear: 

ach ſeveral Ship a Victory did gain, | 

As Rupert or as Albemarl were there. 3 | 
Els CXCll.-... yea 1 

heir batter'd: Admiral too ſoon withdrew,  ' —» bo 

Unthank'd by ours for his unfiniſh'd Fight: 1 

t he the Minds of his Dutch Maſters knew, 

Who call'd that Providence which we calld Flight, 

r a 

ever did Men more joyfully obey, 

Or ſooner underſtood the Sign to flie: 

ith ſuch Alacrity they bore away, 

As if to praiſe them All the States ſtood by. 

„ 

famous Leader of the Belgian Fleet, 

Thy Monument inſcrib'd fuch Praife ſhall wear, 

$ Varro, timely flying, once did meet, 


Becauſe he did not of his Rome deſpair. 
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(w) Poſſunt, quia poſſe videntur. | Virg. 1 


eit 


tt; 


— _ 3 4 - 


5 — ay 


28 Te TmuinDd PART F/ 
9 Po 77 ERGY. (Fri 
Behold' that Navy which a while before 
Provok'd the tardy Engliſh cloſe to fight; 
Now draw their beaten Veſſels cloſe to Shore, 

As Larks lie dar'd to ſnun the Hobbies flight. 

| „ RENE | 
Who: e'er would Exgliſo Monuments ſurvey, © 

In other Records may our Courage know: 

But let them hide the Story of this Day. _ 

Whoſe Fame was blemiſn'd by too baſe a Foe. 

ty: 2 CXCVII. | 1 
Or if too buſily they will enquire 
Into a Victory which we diſdain: | 
Then let them know, the Belgians did retire - 
(x) Before the Patron Saint of injur'd Spain 
q | CXCVYLIH, 5 
Repenting England this revengeful Day, 
y) To Philip's Manes, did as an Off ring bring: 
England, which firſt, by leading them aftray, | 
arch'd up Rebellion to deſtroy her King. 
er. 75 1 
Our Fathers bent their baneful Induſtry, r. 
To check a Monarchy that ſlowly. 4 3 
But did not France or Holland's Fate foreſee, 
Whoſe riſing Pow'r to ſwift Dominion flew. - 
In Fortune's Empire blindly thus we go, 

And wander after athlefs Deſtiny : . F 
Whoſe dark reſorts fince Prudence cannot know, 
In vain it would provide for What ſhall be. 

ö | Ci. pu 
But what-e'er Engliſh to So Bleſs'd-ſhall go, 
And the fourth Harry or firſt Orange meet: 
Find him diſowning of a Bourbon Foe, A 
And him deteſting a Batavian Fleet. 


— A. 
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(*) Parron Saint] Fr. James, on Whoſe Day this Viftory wa! N 
| med. | n | 
© Philip's Manes] Philip the Second of Spain, againff whon 
' the Hollanders rebelling, were aided by Aten Elizabeth. 
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| CCII. | 
Now on their Coaſts '6ur conquering Navy rides, 
8 Way-lays their Merchants, and their Land beſets, , AY 
ach Day new Wealth without their Care provides, 1 
They Iie aſleep with Prizes in their Nets. 1 

r 

o, cloſe behind ſome Promontory lie 
The huge Leviathans t' attend their Prey: 
nd give no Chace, but ſwallow in the Frie, $10 
Which through their gaping Jaws miſtake-the way, 


Nor was this all: * In Ports and Roads remote, 
Deſtructive Fires among whole: Fleets we ſend : 
riumphant Flames upon the Water flott 
And out- bound Ships at Home their Voyage end. 
CC. | 
hoſe various Squadrons, variouſly deſign d. 
= Each Veſſel freighted with a ſeyeral Load: 
WE ach Squadron waiting for a ſeveral Wind., 
All find but one, to burn them in the Road. 
| CCVI.- | 
Some bound for Ginny, Golden Sand to find, 8 
Bore all the Gauds the ſimple Natives wear: 1 
Some for the Pride of Turkiſh Courts deſign'd, 2 1 
For folded Turbants fineſt Holland bear. 1 
_CCVIE . uh} 
Some Engliſh Wool, vex'd in a Belgian Loom, ? | 
And into Cloth of ſpungy ſoftneſs made: _ "= 
Did into France or colder Denmark doom M 
To ruin with worſe Ware our Staple Trade. 
CCvIII. FF 4 
Our greedy Seamen rummage every Hold. {8 
Smile on the Booty of each wealthier Cheſt : 14 
And, as the Prieſts who with their Gods make bold, 
Take what they like, and Sacrifice the reſt. 


or _ ah * JI 


4 unn. 


* Burning, e the Fleet, in the Viy, by Sir Robert Holmes: 
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8 f e | 

* But ah! how unſincere are all our Joys? . [Stay : 

Which, ſent from Heav'n, like/Light' make no 


Their palling Taſte the Journey's Length deſtroys, 
Or Grief, ſeat Poſt, o'ertakes them, on the way. 


Swell'd' with our late Succeſſes on the Foe, | FO 
Which France and Holland wanted Power to croſs, 
We urge an unſeen Fate to lay us low, 4 
And feed their es with Enghſh Loſs, 1 

; CCXI. | 

Each Element His dread Command obeys, Thi 
Who makes or ruins with a Smile or Frown; / 
Who as by one he did our Nation raiſe, | . Til 
So now, he with another pulls us down. \ 

a 6 CCX11, 1 
Vet, London, Empreſs of the Northern Clime, No 
By an high Fate thou only didſt expire: 1 
(z) Great as the World's, which at the Death of Time N wh 
Muſt. fall, and riſe a nobler Frame by Fire. 4 

CCXIII. 5 

As when ſome dire Uſurper Heay'n provides, 80 f 
To ſcourge his Country with a lawleſs Sway; 4 
His Birth, perhaps, ſome petty Village hides, The; 
And ſets his Cradle out of Fortune's way. A: 


CCXIV. 
'Till fully-ripe his ſwelling Fate breaks out, 
And hurries him to mighty Miſchiefs on: 
His Prince, ſurpriz'd at firſt, no Ill could doubt, 
And wants the Pow'r to meet it When 'tis known, 
2 A | 
Such was the Riſe of this prodigious Fire, 
Which in mean Buildings firſt — bred, 
From thence did ſoon to open Streets aſpire, 
And ſtreight to Palaces and Temples ſpread. 


* 


— 


_ Le 9 * om „ 


* Tranſition. te the Fire of London. 


(=) Quum' mare, quum tellus, cotreptaque : regia Cceli 
ardeat, & Go Ovid, f . 
| CCxV1. 


— 


* 
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| 5 | CCXVT. 
The diligence of Trades and noiſeful Gain, 
And r 4-5 ay late, afleep were laid: 
All was the Night's,” and in her filent reign, 
No Sound the. reſt of Nature did invade. 
CC XVII. of 
In this deep Quiet, from what Source unknown, 
Thofe Seeds of Fire their fatal Birth diſcloſe : 
And firſt, few ſcatt' xing Sparks about were blown, 
Big with the Flames that to our Ruin roſe. 
— 8 
Then, in ſome doſe-pent Room it erept along, 
And, ſmouldting 3 it went, ace Gre? 
Till th' Infant Monſter, with devouring ſtrong. 
Walk'd boldly upright with exalted Head. 
| ; ..CCXIX. | 
Now, like ſome rich or mighty Murderer, (93's, 
Too great for Prifon, Which he breaks with Gold: 
Who: freſher for new Miſchiefs does appear, * 
And dares the World to tax him with the old: 
8 CexXX. 

So ſcapes th inſulting Fire his narrow Jail. 
And makes ſmall outlets: into open Air: 
There the fierce Minds his tender Force aſſail, | 

And beat him downward to his firſt repair. 1 
1 CCXXI. | 
(a) The Winds, Hke craſty Courtezans, with-held ö | 
His Hames ftom burning, but to blaw them more: 
And, every freſſi Attempt, he is repelbd 
With faint Denials, weaker than before. 
And no longe — | 
nd now, no longer letted of his Prey; 
He:leaps-up e inrag'd Deſire 
O'erlooks the Neighbours with a wide Survey, 
And nods at every Houſe his threatning Fire. 


_— —_ _ l 4 
————————————— 
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. : 


) Like crafty, Ne. He arte tractabat cupidum virum, 
ut Uling animum inopia accenderers 8 


CCXXI11L, 
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OS | CC XXIII.. 

The Ghoſts of Traytors from the Bridge defceiid, A 

With bold Fanatick Spectres to rejoice: | 
About the Fire into a Dance they bend. T. 

And ſing their Sabbath Notes with feeble Voice. 
_CCXXIV. 
Our Guardian Angel ſaw them where they fate - O 
Above the Palace of our ſlumb'ring King, | 
- He 420 abandonin re to K 15 D 
drooping, oft look ek n the Win 4 
Ks 'CCXXV. Ty Ss 

At leagebji the crackling Noiſe and dreadful Blaze Th 


Call'd up ſome waking Lover to the: fi ht 
And long it was ere he the reſt could raiſe, © 
Whoſe heavy Eyelids yet were full of N 2 
| -_ _CCXXVI. 
The next to Dan net, hot purſu'd by Fate, 
Half cloath'd, half-naked, haſtily retire: 
And frighted Mothers ſtrike their Breaſts; too late, 
For helpleſs Infants left amidſt the Fire. 
_ _CEXNVII. f 
Their Cries ſoon waken all the Dwellers near; 
Now murmuring Noiſes riſe in ev'ry Street : 
The more remote run ſtumbling with their fear, 
And, in the dark, Men juſtle as they meet. 
CCXXVIII. 
So weary Bees in little Cells repoſe; - 7 
Baut if Night-Robbers lift the weltfior'd Hive, 
An bumming through their waxen City grows, 
And out upon each other's Wings they drive. 
CXXIX. 
Now Streets goo throng'd and buſie as by Day, 
Some run for Buckets to the hallow'd Quire : 
Some cut the Pipes, and ſome the Engines play; 
And ſome more bold mount Ladders to the Fire, 
CCXXX. 
Ii vafrr-For; from the aft, x" Belgian Wing 
His boſt le. Breath through the dry, Rafters ſent; 
The Hames impelld, ſoon left their Foes behind, 
And forward, with a wanton Fury went. 
* ccxxi- 


- 
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- 5. 0 REI 
A Key of Fire tan all along the Shore, 12. 
(5) And lighten'd all the River with a Blaze: 
the waken'd 8 2 to rar, 
wond' ring Fiſh in ſhining Waters gaze. 
uns  CCxxNm” | * 
Old Father Thames rais'd up his Reyerend Head, 
But fear'd the Fate of Simo is would return: 
Deep in his Oexe he ſought his ſedgy Bed, 
And fhrunk his Waters back into his Urn, 
CCXXXIII. | 
The Fire, mean-time, walks in a broader groſs, . - 
Jo either Hand his Wings he opens wide: | 
He wades the Streets, and ſtreight he reaches croſs, 
And plays his longing Flames on th' other ſide; 
CCXXXIV. 5 
At firſt they warm, then ſcorch, and then they take: 
Now with long Necks from ſide to ſide they feed: 
At length, grown ſtrong, their Mother - fire forſake, 
And a new Colony of Flames ſucceed. 
| CCXXXVY, | 
To every nobler Portion of the Town, | 
The curling Billows roul their reſtleſs Tide: 
In Parties now they ſtraggle up and down, 
As Armies, unoppos'd, for Prey divide. 
Ether ax 
One mighty Squadron, with a Side-wind ſped, | 
Through narrow Lanes his cumber'd Fire does haſte 
By pow'rful charms of Gold and Silver led, 
The Lombard Banquers and the Change to waſte, 
| CCXXXVII, 
Another backward to the Tow'r would go, 
And ſlowly eats his way againſt the Wind : 
But the main Body of the marching Foe 
Againſt th' Imperial Palace is Jefign'd, 


— — — —— — — 


| (3) sig ignĩ freta lata telucent. Virgs 


Vor. 111, * ccxxxviII. 
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CCX XXVII. 
Now Day appears, and with the Day the King, 1 
- Whoſe early Care had robb'd him of his Reft x 


Fear off the Cracks of falling Houſes ring” 


And Shrieks of Subjects pierce his tender Breaſt. 
CCXXXIX. 
Near as he draws; thick Harbingers of Smoke, 
WVPith gloomy Pillars, cover all the Place: 
Whoſe little Intervals of Night are broke 
By Sparks that drive againſt his Sacred Face. 
n 
More than his Guards his n made * known, 
And pious Tears which down his Cheeks did ſnow'r: 
The Wretched in his Grief forgot their own: 
(So much the Pity of a King has Pow'r.) 
. CCXLI. 
He wept the Flames of what he lov'd ſo well, 
And what ſo well had merited his Love: 
For never Prince in Grace did more excel, 
Or Royal City more in Duty ſtrove. 
.CCXLII. 
Nor with an idle Care did he behold: 
(Subjects may grieve; but Monarchs muſt — j) 
He chears the Fearful, and commends the Bold, 
And makes Deſpairers hope for good Succeſs. 
. CCXLIII. 
Himſelf dire&ts what firſt is to be done, 
And orders all the Suceours which they bring: 
The Helpful and the Good about him run, 
And form an Army worthy ng a King. 
| CCXLIV. 
He ſees the dire Contagion ſpread ſo faſt, 
That where it ſeizes, all Relief is vain : 
And therefore 'muſt unwillingly lay waſte 
That Country 7 — ell, the Foe maintain. 
- CCXLV: | 
The Powder blows up all before the Fire: 
Th amazed Flames ſtand gather'd on a ys ; 
And from the Precipices brink retire, 
Afraid to venture on lo large a leap. 
CCXLVI. Thus 
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CCXLVI. 

Thus fighting Fires a-while themſelves conſume, 
But freight like Turks, forc'd on to win; or die: 
They firſt lay, tender Bridges of their fume, 
And o'er the Breach in unQuous Vapours flie. 

CVVT 
Part ſtay for Paſſage, till a guſt of Wind 
ships Oer their Forces in a ſhining Sheet: 
Part, creeping under Ground, their | en blind, 
And climbing from below, their Fellows meet. 
"TEES CCXLVIIL 
Thus, to ſome. deſert Plain, or old Wood-lide, 
Dire Night-hags come from far, to dance their round : 
And o'er broad Rivers on their Fiends they ride, 
Or ſweep in Clouds above the blaſted Ground. 
een 
No help ayails : For, Hydra: like, the Fire 
Lifts up his hundred Heads, to aim his way: 
And ſcarce the Wealthy can one half retire, 
Before he ruſhes in to ſhare the Prey. 
4 CCL. 
The Rich grow ſuppliant, and the Poor grow proud; 
Thoſe offer 1 Gain, and theſe ask more: 
So void of Pity is th* ignoble Crowd, 1 
When others Ruin may increaſe their Store., 
WE Un Cas 
As thoſe who live by Shores, with Joy behold _ 
Some wealthy Veſſel ſplit or ſtranded nigh; _ 
And, from the Rocks, leap down for Shipwreck'd Gold, 
And ſeek the Tempeſts which the others fly: | 
N 2 49 48 CCLII. D 25 
So theſe. but wait the Owners laſt-Deſpair, 
And what's permitted to the Flames, inyade: 
Ey'n from their Jaws they hungry Morſels tear, 
And, on their Backs, the poll of Vulcan lade. 
' 1498 CCLIII. +2 $ 
The Days were all in this loſt Labour ſpent; - _.- 
And when the weary King gave place to Night, 
His Beams he to his Royal Brother lent, "64 
And ſo ſhone ſtill in his reflectiye Light. | 
Jerk "Da + i > PECLIV. Night 
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. 
Night came, but without Darknefs or Repoſe, 
A diſmal Pi&ure of the gen'ral Doom ; 
Where. Souls diſtracted when the Trumpet blows, 
And half unready with their Bodies come, 


N -*COLV: 
Thoſe who have Homes, when Home they do repair, 


To a laſt Lodging call their wand'ring Friends; I 
Their ſhort uneaſie Sleeps are broke with Care, 

To look how near their own Deſtruction tends. J 

Ren 4; 
— Thoſe who have none, fit round where once it was, 

And with full Eyes each wonted Room require: T 
Haunting the yet warm Aſhes of the Place, 

As murther'd Men walk where they did expire. It 

CCLVI1I | | 

Some ſtir up Coals, and watch the Veſtal Fire, 

Others in vain. from fight of Ruin run: O 


And, while through burning Lab'rinths they retire, 
With loathing Eyes repeat what they would ſhun, O1 


CCL VIII. 

The moſt, in Fields, like herded Beaſts, lie down; 
To Dews obnoxious on the graſſy Floor: * 
And while their Babes in Sleep their Sorrows drown, 5 
Sad Parents watch the remnants of their Store. L'k 
| r > / 

While by the Motion of the Flames they gueſ; 

What Streets are burning now, and'what are near, O 
An Infant, waking, to the Paps would preſs, \ 
And meets inſtead of Milk, a falling Naar Wit 
© -. | T 


- 


No Thought can eaſe. them but their Sovereign's Care, 
Whoſe Praiſe th'Afflicted as their Comfort ſing: 

Ev'n thoſe whom Want might drive to juft Deſpair, 
Think Life's a Bleſſing under ſuch a King, 

F CCLXI. 

Mean-time he ſadly ſuffers in their Grief, 

Out-weeps an Hermite, and out-prays_.a Saint: 
All the long Night he ſtudies their Refiet, 
How they may be ſupply'd, and he may Want. 
N | 88 CCLXII. 0 
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7 CCLXII. 
* O God, ſaid he, thou Patron of my Days, 
Guide of my Youth in Exile and Diſtreſs! 
Who me unfriended brought'ſt, by wond'rous ways, 
The Kingdom of my Fathers to poſſeſs : 
CCLXI1L. * 
Be thou my Judge, with What unwearied Care 
I ſince have labour'd for my People's good: 
To bind the- Bruiſes of a Civil War, 
And ſtop the Iſſues of their waſting Blood. 
CcLxIv. Mr 
Thou, Who: haſt. taught me to * the III, 
And recompenſe, as Friends, the Good miſ-led; 
If Mercy be a Precept of thy Will, fe Pigs 
Return that Mercy on thy Servant's Head, 
n 
Or, if my heedleſs Youth has ſtept aſtray, 
Too ſoon 175 thy gracious Hand: 
On me alone thy juſt Diſpleaſure lay, 
But take thy Judgments from this mourning Land. 
CLXVI. abt | 
We all have ſinn'd, and thou haſt laid us low, 
As humble Earth from whence at firſt we came: 
Like flying Shades before the Clouds, we ſhew, 
And ſhrink like Parchment in conſuming Flame. 
CCLXVII. 
O let it be enough what thou haſt done; f 
When ſpotted Deaths ran arm'd through ev'ry Street, 
With poiſon'd Darts, which not the Good could ſhun, 
The Speedy could out-fly, or Valiant meet. | 
, CCEXVHI, | 
The living few, and frequent Funerals then, | 
Proclaim'd thy Wrath on this forfaken Place: 
* 3 Ws are Nouns agen, A1 
Thy ſearching Judgments to their Dwellings trace. 
; IM : CCLXIX. Te | 
0 * not, Lord, an abſolute Decree, 
r bind thy Sentence unconditional : 


* 1 he ** * 1 


0 * King's Prayer. 8 e Jet 6 
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But in thy Sentence our Remorſe foreſee, 
And, in that Foreſight, this thy Doom recal. 


CCLXX. 


Thy Threatnings, Lord, as thine, thou may'ſt revoke: 
But, if immutable and fix'd they ſtand, 

Continue ſtill thy ſelf to give the Stroke, 
And let not foreign Foes oppreſs thy Land. 


- CCEXXIL. 


Th Eternal heard, and from the Heav'nly Quire 
Choſe out the Cherub, with the flaming Sword : 
And bad him ſwiftly drive th' approaching Fire 
From where our Naval Magazines were ſtor'd. 


CCLXXII. 


The Bleſſed Miniſter his Wings diſplay d, 
And like a ſhooting Star he cleft the Night: 
He charg'd the Flames, and thoſe that diſobey'd 
1 to Duty with his Sword of Light. 


He la 


CCLXXIII. 


The fugitive Flames, chaſtis d, went forth to prey 
On pious Structures, by our Fathers rear'd: 

Buy which to Heav'n they did affect the way, 

Ere Faith in Churchmen without Works 


* CCLXXIV. 


The wanting Orphans ſaw, with wat'ry Eyes, 
Their Founders Charity in Duſt laid low : 
And ſent to God their ever-anſwer'd Cries, 
(For he protects the Poor Who made them 


| CCLXXEV. 


Nor could thy Fabrick, Paul's, defend thee long, 
Though thou wert Sacred to thy Maker's Praiſe : 
e, made Immortal by a Poet's Song; 
And Poets Songs the Theban Walls could ra 


CCLXXVI. 


The daring Flames peep'd in, and ſaw from far 
The awful Beauties of the ſacred Quire: 

But ſince it was prophan'd by Civil War, 

Heav'n thouglit it fit to have it purg'd by Fire. 


CCLXXVII. 


New down the narrow Streets it ſwiftly came. ; 
And, widely opening, did on both ſides prey: | 


% 


was heard, 


11s 


This Benefit we ſadly owe the Flame, 


An hollow: cryſtal Pyramid he takes, 
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If only Ruin muſt enlarge our Way. 
CCLXXVIII. | 
And now, four Days the Sun had ſeen our Woes, 
Four Nights the Moon beheld th' inceſſant Fire: 
It ſeem'd as if the Stars more fickly roſe, 
And farther from the feav'riſh North retire. 
WERE. 
In th' Empyrean Heay'n (the Bleſs'd Abode,) - 
The Thrones and the Dominions proſtrate lie, 
Not daring to behold their angry God. 
And an huſh'd Silence damps the tuneful Sky. 
1 CCLXXX. 
At length th'Almighty caſt a pitying Eye, ö; 
1 ſoftly touch'd * 7 Breaſt: 
He ſaw the Town's one half in Rubbiſh lie, 
And eager Flames drive on to ſtorm the reſt. 
CCLXXXI. "1 


In firmamental Waters dipt above; 
Of it a broad Extinguiſhey he makes; 


And hoods the that to their Quarry ove. 


* 


CCLXXXII. 
The vanquiſh'd Fires withdraw: from every Place, 
Or full with feeding, ſink into a Sleep: 
Each houſhold Genius ſhews again his Face, 
And, from the Hearths, the little Lares creep. 
CCLXXXIII. 
Our King this more than natural Change beholds; 
With fober Joy his Heart and Eyes abound; 
To the All- good his -lifted Hands he folds _ 
And thanks him low on his redeemed Ground. 
As when ſharp Froſts had long conſtrain'd the Earth, 
A. kindly Thaw- unlocks it with cold Rain: 
_ r. — 8 Blade pee Fe up to Birth, Grain: 
nd ſtrei e green Fields | with promis'd 
"oy CCLXXXV. REN 
By ſuch degrees the ſpreading Gladneſs grew 
In eyery Heart, which * had froze before: 


— 


— 


4 - Wt Tuind PART of J 
The ſtanding Streets with ſo much Joy they view, 
That with leſs Grief the Periſh'd they deplore. 

2 CCLXXXVI, 8 

The Father of the People open'd wide 
His Stores, and all the Poor with Plenty fed: 

Thus God's Anointed God's own place ſupply'd, 
And fill'd the Empty with his daily Bread. 

___ _. "CCLXNNVYVIL - 

This Royal Bounty brought its 'own Reward, 
And in their Minds ſo deep did print the Senſe ; 
That if their Ruins ſadly they regard, | 

Tis but with Fear, the Sight might drive him thence, 
i CcLXXXVIII. 125 
But ſo may he live long, that Town to ſway, 
Which by his Auſpice they will nobler make, 


As he will hatch their Aſhes by his Stay, Be 

And not their humble Ruins now forſake. | 

| __ CCLXXXIX, a Nc 

They have not loft their Loyalty by Fire; 
Nor is their Courage or their Wealth 60 low, 

That from his Wars they poorly would retire, No 

Or beg the Pity of a — d Fae, E 

EE el. | The 

Nat with more Conſtaney the Jews of old, N 


By Cyrus from rewarded Exile ſent,] 
Their Royal City did in Duſt behold, 
Or with more Vigour to rebuild it went, 
; ec. | 
The utmoſt Malice of their Stars is paſt, 
And two dire Comets which have ſcourg'd the Town, 
In their own Plague and Fire have breath'd their laſt : 
Or, dimly, in their ſinking Sockets frown, 
Rs CCXCH. 
Now frequent Trines the happier Lights among, 
And high-rais'd Jove from bis dark Priſon freed, 
{Thoſe Weights took off that on his Planet hung.) 
Will gloriouſly the new-laid Works ſucceed, 


7 ˙ A 


—— 
—— 


J City" s Requeſt to the King not te leave them, 


CCXCIII, Me- 
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| CCXCIII.. | 
Methinks already, from this Chymick Flame, | 
Il ſee a City of mote precious Molds. 
Rich as the Town which giyes the (c) Indies Name, 
With Silver pav'd. and all divine with Gold. | 
4. | - CCXCIV.. 
Already, obouring wh a mighty Fate, | 
She ſhakes the Rubbiſh from her mounting Brow, 
And ſeems to haye renew'd her Charter's date, 
Which Heav'n will to the Death of time allow. 
23 CCXCV. : 
More great than human, now;. and more ( ) Auguſt, 
New deified ſhe. from her Fires does rife; f 
Her widening Streets on new Foundations truſt, 
And, opening, into larger Parts ſhe flies. 
NE CCxC VI. = 
Before, ſhe like ſome Shepherdeſs did ſhow, . 
Who ſate to bathe her by a River's ſide: 
Not anſwering to her Fame, but rude and low, 
Nor taught the beauteous Arts of modern Pride. 
| -. CEXCVHN.. © | 
Now, like a Maiden Queen, ſhe will behold, 
From her high Turrets, hourly Suitors come: 
The Eaſt with Incenſe, and the Weſt with Gold, 
Will ſtand, W to receive her Doom. 
5 CXCIII. N | 
The ſilent Thames, her own domeſtick Flood. 
Shall bear her Veſſels, like a ſweeping Train; 
And often wind (as of his Miſtreſs proud,) 
With longing Eyes to meet her Face again. 
) CCXCIX.. 
: WH The wealthy Tagus, and the wealthier, Rhine, 
The Glory of their Towns no more ſhall boaſt :- 
And Sein, that would with Belgian Rivers join, 
Shall find her Luſtre Kala d, and Traffick loſt. 


„ü — 
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(c) Mexico. ; 


(9 Auguſta, the i Name ef London. | | 
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42 © The Thinpd PArT'of 
8 Deen 

The vent'rous Merchant, who deſign' more far, 

And touches on our hoſpitable Shore, ++ ih 

Charm'd with the Splendor of this Northern Star, 
Shall here unlade him, and depart no more. 

426% 43 SEL | ah 9% 

Our powerful Navy ſhall no longer meet, 
The Wealth of France or Holland to invade : 

The Beauty of this Town, without a Fleet, 
From all the World ſhall vindicate her Trade, 

. eff . 


4 , 


And, while this fam'd Emporium we prepare, 4 
The Britiſh Ocean ſhall ſuch Triumphs boaſt, 


That thoſe who. now diſdain our Trade to ſhare, P 
Shall rob like Pyrates on our wealthy Coaſt. — 
Already we have conquer d half the War., A, 


And the leſs dangerous part is left behind: 
Our Trouble now is but to. make them dare, 
And not ſo great to Vanquilh as to Find, 
n ee Aa ee 
Thus to the Eaſtern Wealth through Storms we go, 
But now, the Cape once doubled, fear no more; 
A conſtant Trade- wind will ſecurely blow, 
And gently lay us on the Spicy Shore. 
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Written by the Earl of M ULGRAVE. 


'U CH is the Mode of theſe cenſorious Days, 
The Art is loſt of knowing how to praiſe; 
Poets are envious now, and Fools alone 
Admire-at Wit, becauſe themſelyes have none. 
Yet, whatſoe'er is by vain Criticks thought, 
Praiſing is harder much than finding Fault 
In-homely Pieces ev*n the Duteh exeel.. 
Jralians only can draw Beauty well. 
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As Strings alike; wound up ſo equal prove, 
That one reſounding. makes the other moye; 
From a like Cauſe Satyrs have pleas d ſo much, 
We ſympathize. with each ill-natur d Touch: 
And, as the ſharp Infection ſpreads about, 

The Reader's Malice helps the Writer out. 

To blame, is eaſie; to commend, is bold; 

Yet, if the Mule inſpires it, Who can hold? 

To Merit we, are bound to give * 
Content to ſuffer in ſo juſt a Cauſe. 
While in dark Ignorance Men lay, afraid 

Of Fancies, Ghoſts, and ey'ry empty Shade; 
Great Hobbs appear'd, and by his Reaſon's Light 
Put ſuch Fantaſtick Forms to ſhameful Flight: 
Fond is their Fear, who think we needs mult be 
To Vice enſlayd, if from vain Terrors free, 

The Wiſe and Good, Morality will guide, 

And Superſtition all the World beſide. 

In other Authors, tho' the Senſe be good: b 
'Tis not _ ſometimes ſo'eas'ly underſtood; 

That Jewel oft unpoliſh'd has remain'd, - 
Some Words ſhould be left out, and ſome, explain'd : 
So that in Search of Senſe we either ſtray, 

Or elſe grow weary in ſo rough a Way. 

But here bright Eloquence does always {mile,. - 
In ſuch a choice, yet unaffected Style, | 

As does both Knowledge and Delight impart, 
The Force of Reaſon, with the Flow'rs of Art; 
Clear as a beautiful tranſparent Skin, 
Which never hides the Blood, yet holds it in: 
Like a delicious Stream it ever ran, x 
As ſmooth as Woman, but as ſtrong as Man.“ 

Bacon hinaſelf,, whoſe Univerſal Wit A 
Does. Admiration through the World beget, 

Not more his Age's Ornament is thought, * 
Nor has more Credit to his Country brought. | 

While Fame is young, too weak to, fly away,.. 
Envy purſues her like ſome Bird of a 
But once on Wing, then all the Dangers ceaſe, 

Enyy her ſelf is glad to be at Peace; 
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Gives over, weary'd with ſo high a Flight, 
Above her Reach, and ſcarce within her Sight: 
He, to this happy Pitch arriv'd at aſt, Sad 
Might have look'd down with Pride on Dangers paſt. 
But ſuch the Frailty is of human kind, oF 
Men toil for Fame, which no Man lives to find; 
Long rip'ning under Ground this China lies; 
Fame bears no Fruit, till the yain Planter dies. 
And Nature, tir'd with his unuſual Length 
Of Life, which put her to her utmoſt Strength, 
So vaſt a Soul unable to ſupply, w 
To ſave her ſelf, was forc'd to let him die. 


” 
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On the DEATH of the Learned 


Mr. Journ SL. 


rr / 


By the Reverend Dr. BatHun's 1. 


. O fell the Sacred Sibyll, when of old 
I Inſpir'd with more than mortal Breaft cou'd hold Th 
The gazing Multitude ſtood doubtful by, | 
Whether to call it Death, or Ecſtaſie : 
She ſilent lies, and now the Nations find 
No Oracles but i'th' Leaves the left behind. 
Monarch of Times and Arts, who travell'dſt o'er 
New Worlds of Knowledge, undeſcry'd before, 
And haſt on Everlaſting Columns writ 
The utmoſt Bounds of Learning and of Wit; 
Hadſt thou been more like us, or we like thee, 
We might add ſomething to thy Memory. ; 
Now thy own Tongues muſt ſpeak thee, and thy Praiſe 
Be from thoſe Monuments thy felt did raiſe; 
And all thoſe * Titles thou didſt once diſplay, 
Muſt yield thee Titles greater far than they. 
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To have a Being but by being gone, 

You did arreſt his Motion, and have lent 

A way to make him fix'd and permanent; 

Whilſt by your Labours Ages paſt appear, 

And all at once we view. a Plato's Year. 

Actions and Fables were retriev'd by you; 

All that was done, and what was not done too; 
Which in your Breaſt did comprehended lye, 

As in the Boſom of Eternity = - | 


You purg'd\ Records and * Authors from their Ruft,, 


And ſifted Pearls out of Rabbinick Duſt : 

By you the f Syrian Gods do live, and grow 
To be Immortal, ſince you made them ſo. 
Inſcriptions, Medals, + Statues look freſh till, 
Taking new Braſs and Marble from your Quill ; 
Which fo unrayels Time, that now we do 

Live our own Age, and our Forefathers too. 
And, thus enlarg'd, by your Diſcoveries, can 
Make that an Ell, which Nature made a Span. 
If then we judge, that to preſerye the State 
Of Things, is ev'ry Moment to create, 

The World's thus half your Creature, whilſt it ſtands 
Reſcu'd to Mem'ry by your Learned Hands. 
And unto you, now fearleſs of Decay, \ 
Times paſt owe more, than Times to come can pay. 
How might you claim. your Country's juſt. Applauſe, 
When you ſtood ſquare and upright as your Cauſe 
In doubtful Times, nor ever would forego | 
Fair Truth and Right, whoſe Bounds you beſt did know. 
You in the Tow'r did ſtand another Tow'r, | 
Firm to your ſelf and us, whilft jealous Pow'r 
Your very Soul impriſon'd, that no Thought 
By Books might enter, was * Pen get out; 
And, ſtrip'd of all beſides, left you confin'd 

To the one Volume of your own vaſt Mind; 
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Time, which had Wings till now, and was not known 
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There Virtue and ſtout Honour paſs'd/ the Guard, 
(Your only Friends that could not be debarr'd) 
And dwelt in your Retirement; arm'd with theſe 
You ſtood forth more than Admiral of our Seas. 
Your Hand enclos'd the * Watry Plains, and thus 
Was no leſs Fence to them, than they to us; 
Teaching our Ships to Conquer, while each Tight 
Is but a Comment on thoſe Books you write. 
No foul Diſgraces, nor the worſt, of Things, | 
Made you, ike him, whoſe S_ Homer ſings, 

Slack in your Country's Quarrel, Who adore ( 
Their Champion now, their Martyr heretofore : 
Still with your ſelf contending, whether you Re 
Could braveher Suffer, or could bravelier Do. | 
We ask not now for Anceſtors; nor care 


Tho' Selden do nor Kindred boaſt, nor Heir; Tc 
Such Worth beſt ftands alone, and joys to de An 
To't ſelf both Founder and Poſterity, © - 

As when old Nilas, who with bounteous Flows. Bu 


Waters an Hundred Nations as he goes, 

Scatt'ring rich Harveſts, keeps his Sacred Head 1 

Amongſt the Clouds ſtill 2 = | An 
Be't now thy Oxford's Pride, that having gone 

Thro' Eaſt and Weſt, no Ton 725 nor Art unknown; 

Laden with Spoils thou bang l thy EE up bere, But 
But ſer'ſt thy great Example ey'ry Where. I 
Thus, when thy Monument al itſelf lye dead, 
And thy own Epitaph no more be read; Th. 
When all thy Statues ſhall be worn out ſo, | 

That even Selden would not Selden know; 
Ages to come ſhall in thy Virtue ſhare: 
He that dies well makes all the World bis Heir. 
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Againſt, 7 moderate G TIN To a Zo oung 
Lady Weepmg. * 


An 9 D E in Imitation of Cafmire. 


* Mr. YALDEN. 


Ou'd niotraful Sighs, or Floods of Tears prevent 
The IIls, unha py Men lament:: . 
Could all the Anguiſn of my Mind 

Remove my Cares, or make but Fortune kind; 

Soon I'd the grateful Tribute pay, 85 
And weep my troubled Thoughts a Way: 

To Wealth and Pleaſure ey'ry Sigh prefer, 

And more than Gems eſteem each falling Tear, 

II. 

But ſince inſulting Cares are moſt welind! 

To triumph o'er th' afflicted Mind: 

Since Sighs can yield us no Relief, V 
And Tears, like fruitful Show'rs, but nouriſh Grief; 
Then ceaſe, Fair Mourner, to complain, 2 
Nor laviſn ſuch bright Streams in vain: 

But till with chearful Thoughts thy Cares beguile, 

And tempt oy better Fortunes with a Smile. 

HR rl 
The gen'rous Mind is by its Sufl rings own, F 
hich no Affliction tramples down: : 
But when oppreſs'd will upward move, 

Spurn down its Clog of Cares, and ſoar above. 
Thus the young Royal Eagle tries 1 
On the: Sun-beams his — Eyes: 

And if he ſhrinks not at th* offenſive Li " 

He's then for Empire fit, and takes his are 27 

NWVut h 

Tho · Cares aſſault chy Breaſt on ey ry fide, 8 l 
Vet bravely ſtem th. impetuous Tide: 
No Tributary Tears to Fortune pay: 

Nor to any Loſs a ** Day. 
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But with kind Hopes ſupport ws Mind, j 


And think thy better Lot behind: Bu 
Amidft Afflictions let thy Soul be great, 
And ſhow thou dar'ſt deſerve a better State. 5 
n V. | 
- Then, lovely Mourner, wipe thoſe Tears away, Mi 


And Cares that urge thee to Decay: 
= Like ravenous Age thy Charms they waſte, 
=_  _Wrinklethy youthful Brow, and blooming Beauties blaſt, An 
2 But keep thy Looks and Mind ſerene, Th 
All gay without, and calm within: 
For Fate is aw'd, and adverſe Fortunes fly | | 
A chearful Look, and an unconquer'd Eye, Th 


— — — — * - Th 
To the Returning. 8 U N. 
. e e 5 IF 


Wide won glorious Spring of Light and Heat, 
1 8 Where haſt thou made thy long Retreat? 


What Lands thy warmer Beams poſſeſt, 
What happy Indian Worlds thy fruitful Preſence ble? WM © 
Where deep in the dark Boſom of the Ground,. 

Thy wond'rous Operation's found, 0! 
Even there thy Beams the Earth refine, 

And mix, and ſtamp thy Luſtre thro” thedazling Mine. Ho 

Since thy Retreat ſo far from our cold Ifle,. 

She never wore a lovely Smile 

No Joy her wither'd Brow adorn'd, | Ve 

In dark unlovely Days, and in long Nights ſhemourn'd, Tron 

The poor dejected Beaſts hung down their Heads, 

And trembled on their naked Beds; 

No Footſteps of grten Life remain, 

But dying Fields, and Woods, and a bare bleaky Plain, Tor 
The drooping Birds were ſilent in the Groves, N 
They quite forgot their Songs and Loves, * 
Their feeble Mates fate ſullen by, ( ſhould die, F 
We thought: the feather d. World reſolv'd their 2 Theo 
| | 8 ; t 
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zut ſee the Land revives at thy Approach, 
She blooms and quickens at thy touch, 
Her kindled Atoms Life receive, 1 
The Meadows, and the Groves, begin to ſtir and live. 
Mixt with thy Beams the Southern Breezes blow, 
And help the ſprouting Births below; 
The Infant Flow'rs in haſte appear, 
And gratefully return Perfumes to the kind Air. 
The Trees and Fields again look freſh and gay, 
The Birds begin their ſofter Play, 
Thou haſt their Life; nay more, their Love reſtor d, 
Their late, and early Hymns praiſe thee, their wel- 
come Lord. Wan | 
The ſpreading; Fire glides thro* the Plains and Woods, 


It even pierces the cold Floods : 
The duller Brutes feel the ſoft Flame, | 
The Fiſhes leap for Joy, and wanton. in their Stream. . 
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Againſt the Fear. of Dz atn. 


By the Honourable Sir RO UBA T HowknkD, 


ms 
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INCE all muſt certainly to Death reſign, © 
Why ſhould we make it dreadful, or repine 7 
How vain is Fear where nothing can prevent 
The Loſs, which he that loſes, can't lament ? 
The Fear of Death is by our Folly brought, 
We fly th* Acquaintance of it in a Thought; . 
From Something jnto Nothing is a Change 
Grown terrible, by making it ſo ſtrange, . 
We always ſhould remember Death is ſure; 
What grows familiar moſt, we beft endure ? 
For Life and Death ſucceed like Night and Day, 
And neither gives Encreaſe, nor brings Decay. 
No more or Joſs by whit takes Birth or dies, 
And the ſame Maſs the teeming World ſupplies.” 
From Death we roſe to Life; tis but the ſame, 
Through Life again to paſs from whence ve came. 
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With Shame we ſee our Paſſions can prevail, 
Where Reaſon, Certainty, and Virtue fail. 
Honour, that empty Name, can Death deſpiſe. 
Scorn'd Love to Death as to a Refuge flies, C 
And Sorrow waits for Death with longing Eyes. 
Hope triumphs o'er the thought of Drath, and Fate 
Cheats Fools, and flatters the Unfortunate. 
Perhaps, deceiv'd by Luſt-ſupplying Wealth, 
Now enjoy'd Pleafures, and a preſent Health, 
We fear to loſe, what a ſmall Time muſt waſte, 
Till Life: it ſelf grows the Diſeaſe at laſt: 
Begging ſor Life, we beg for more Decay, 
And to be long a dying only pray 
No juſt and temp'rate Thought can tell us why 
We ſhould fear Death, or grieve for them that die; 
The Time we leave behind is ours no more, 
Nor our Concern, than Time that was before. 
»Twere a fond Sight, if thoſe that ſtay behind 
For the ſame Paſſage, waiting for a Wind 
To drive them to their Port, ſhould on the Shore 
Lametitting ſtand, for thoſe that went Before. 
We all muſt paſs'thro' Death's dead Sea of Night, 


To reach the Haven of Eternal Light. 
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Occafion'd zy the Death of the moſt Noble 
and 'Virtuous Lady, E LTZABETH 

'SE YM.0,U R, Mother. to bis Grace the 
Duke f Somerſtr. 


B Mr. J. TAI Or. 


l | % righteous Souls in their bleſt Manſions know, 
Or what we Do, or Suffer here below, 

And any Leiſure from their Joys can find, 
To Viſit. thofe whom they have left behind, ; 
ww N | 0 
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To view our endleſs Griefs, our groundleſs Fears, 
Our hopeleſs Sorrows, and our fruitleſs Tears: 174 
With Pity, ſure, they ſee the kind Miſtake, ö 
Which N Friends at their Departure make: 
They wonder why at their Releaſe we grieve, 
And mourn their Death, who then begin to Live. 
Tir'd with the Care and Sorrow of the Day, 
In ſilent Night the ſad Macenas lay, 
His Mind ſtill lab'ring with the deadly Weight 
Jof his dear Parent's much-lamented Fate: 
Till weary Nature with its Load oppreſt, 
Compos'd the Tempeſt of his troubled Breaſt, 
And borrow'd from his Grief ſome Time for Reſt: Y- 
When Sleep (Death's Image) to his Fancy brought 
The hourly Object of his waking Thought; 5 
ind lo! his Mother's awful Shade appears, 4 
ot pale and ghaſtly, as the ſullen Fears” 
Of Brain- ſick Minds their diſmal Phantoms paint, 
ut bright and joyful as a new- made Saint: | 
\ Crown of Glories ſhone around her Head, 
She ſmil'd, and thus the happy Spirit ſaic. 
Hail, noble Son, "whom pow'rful Fates deſigagg 
o fill the Glories of thy mighty Ling, 
In whom the Good is mingled with the Great, 
is gen'rous Light unites with active Heat? U 
For thee I thought Life pleaſant, and for thee 
after Death endur'd this World to ſee, Et vid -- 
ind leave a While the Dwellings of the Bleſt, | 
here Heav'nly Minds enjoy Eternal Refty, | 
here having teach'd the Univerſal Shore, 
fear the Winds and Bülows no no more 
o more in Anguiſh draw a painful Breat, 
Lor wreſtle with that mighty Tyrant, Death, 
ho cannot boaſt he gave the Fatal Blow: 
conquer'd Sin, from whence his Pow'r did flow: 
The proud Inſulter threaten'd me in vain, 5 
or Heav'n increas'd my Patience with my Pain, 
Till my unfetter'd Soul at laſt took Wing, - 
The Grave its Conquelt loſt, and Death its Sting. 
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No longer then theſe Pious Sorrows ſhed, 

Nor vainly think thy happy Parent dead; 

Whoſe deathleſs Mind from its weak Priſon free, 

Enjoys in Heav'n its native Liberty : | 

I ſoon diſtinguiſh'd in that bliſsful Place 

Thy. God-like Anceſtors, a num'rous Race; 

There plac'd among the Stars, in them I fee 

A Glorious Deftiny reſerv'd for thee. 

Then weep no more; ev'n here I ſtill ſurvive 

In thee, and in thy Virtuous Fair 1 live; 

F ſaw her happy Mother ſhine' on high, 

A brighter Spirit ne'er adorn'd the Sky; 

With Joy ſhe mer me at the Chryftal Gate, Q 
And much enquir'd her beauteous Daughter's State, 
She wiſh'd her there: but Heav'n ordains it late, 
And long defers her Joys, that ſhe may be 
A mighty Blefling to this World and Thee. 

Long ſhall ſhe live, and Ages yet: to come 

| Shall bleſs the happy Burden. of her Womb: 

Still ſhall her O-ſpring, with her Years, increaſe, 

With both, her Virtues, and thy Happineſs. 

In all thy Race the wond'ring World fhall find 
The Noble 1 of each Parent's Mind. 
Thus bleſs'd in her and hers, thou ſhalt receive 
The richeſt Bounties Heav'n and Earth can give. 
Nor ſhall my Care be wanting to your Aid, 

My faithful Spirit ſhall hover o'er thy Head, 

And round thy lovely Fair a large Protection ſpread: 
Till crown'd with Years and Honours here below, 
And ev'ry Gift kind Nature can beſtow, N 
You both retire to Everlaſting Reſt, | 
And late increaſe the Joys. and Number of the- Bleſt, 

She ſpoke ; her Fellow. Angels all around 
With joyful Smiles the happy Omen ow] d; 
All bleſs'd the Noble Pair, and took their Flight 
To che bright Regions of unfading Light. f 
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A Hymn to the Morning, 
In Praiſe of L1car. 


AN ODE. 


By Mr. TAI DIN. 


1. 


Parent of Day! whoſe beauteous Beams of Light - | 


Spring from the darkſom Womb of Night; 
And Widlt their Native Horrors ſhow, gi; 
Like Gems adorning of the Negro's Brow 
Not Heav'n's fair Bow can equal thee, 
In all its gaudy Drapery: | | 
Thou firſt Eſlay of Light, and Pledge of Day! 
That uſher'ſt in the Sun, and ſtill prepar'ft his Way, 
- 11 ny 


Rival of Shade, Eternal Spring of Light! 
Thou art the NH of . 
From thy bright unexhauſted Womb, 
be beauteous Race of Days and Seaſons come. 
Thy Beauty Ages cannot wrong, 8 
But ſpight of Time thou'rt ever young: 
roa art alone Heav'n's modeſt Virgin Light, 
Whoſe Face a Veil of Bluſhes hides from Human Sight, 
1 | 
Like ſome fair Bride thou riſeſt from thy Bed, 
And doft around thy Luftre ſpread : 
Around the Univerſe diſpenſe 
New Life to all, and quick'ning Influence, / 
With gloomy Smiles thy Rival Night 
Beholds thy glorious Dawn of Light: 
Not all the 'Wealth ſhe views in Mines below; 
Can match thy brighter Beams, or equal Luſtre ſhow, 
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IV. i ; 

At thy Approach Nature erects her Head, 
'The Fail Uniyerſe-is glad: 

The drowſie Earth and Seas awake, 
And, from thy Beams, new Lite and Vigour take: 
When thy more chearful ork appear, 

Ev'n Guilt and Women ceaſe to fear: 


Horror, Deſpair, and all the Sons of Night, 
Retire before thy Beams, and take their haſty Flight, — 
W. 


To Thee, the grateful Eaſt their Altars raiſe, 2 
And ſing with early Hymns thy Praiſe: 
Thou doſt their happy Soil beſtow, 
Inrich the Heav'ns above, and Earth below. 
Thou riſeſt in the fragrant Eaſt, 
lake the fair Phoenix from her balmy Neſt: 
No Altar of the Gods can equal Thine, | D 
The Air is richeſt Incenſe, the whole Land thy Shrine, 
| WIKI + Sh . 
But yet thy fading Glories ſoon decay, 
Thine's but a momentary Stay: 7 * 
* Too ſoon thou'rt raviſh'd from our Sight, 
Bore down the Stream of Day, - and overwhelm'd with 
Thy Beams to their own Ruin haſte, [Light. 
They're: fram'd too exquiſite to laſt; ' - 
Thine is a glorious, but a ſhort-lived State, 
Pity ſo fair a Birth ſhould yield ſo ſoon to Fate. 
„ 7 
Before th almighty Artiſt fram'd the Sky, i 
Or gave the Earth its Harmony: _ 
His firſt Command was for thy Light, 
He view'd the lovely Birth, and bleſſed it. 
In Purple Swadling-bands it ſtruggling lay, 
Not yet maturely bright for Day: 
Old Chaos then a chearfuf Smile put on, 
And from thy beauteous Form, did firſt preſage its own, re -. 
HEE 47 erk 2 
Let there be Light, the great Creator ſaid, 
His Word the, active Child obe) d: 


— 


MrisckLLANY Pokus. ſr 
Night-did her teeming Womb diſcloſe, 
And then the bluſhing Morn, its brighteſt Off- ug, roſe. 
Awhile th' Ala 7 wond'ring view 
And then himſelf pronounc'd : good. 
With Night, ſaid he, divide th Imperial Sway, | 
Thou my firſt Lavour art, and thou ſhalt bleſs the Day. 


* 


r 
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By Mr. Yar DEN. 
{4 2 hf 
1 thou firſt kind Parent of us all, 
Thou art our great Original: 


* 


Since from thy univerſal Womb, 8 
Does all thou ſhad'ſt below, thy num ' rous d 
7 #17 II. 


Thy wond'rous Birth is evn to Time unknown, 
Or like Eternity thou dſt none: 
Whilſt Light did its firſt Being owe, _ 
Into that awful 'Shade, it dares to Rival now, 
III. 
day in what diſtant Rogan doſt thou dwell! 
To Reaſon inacceſſible IG 
From Form, and duller Matter, free, 
Thou ſoar'ſt above the reach of Man's Ehloſophy. 
N 
ayvoly'd in Th we firſt receive our Breath, - 
Thou art our Refuge. too. in Death : 
Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb, 
V here-e'er our Souls ſhall go, to thee our Bodies come, 
V 


. he ſilent Ner- is ſtruck with awful Fear, 


When thy Majeſtick Shades appear: Ly 
Thou doll compoſe, the Air and Sea; ' 
ad Earth a — e. ſacred to Reſt and Thee, 
0 VI. In 
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But fly the Morning's Beams, and ſicken at the Day, 


The ſparkling Gems, and Ore in Mines below, 


Tho Light Diſtin&ion makes, thou giv'ſt Equality, 
8 8 


TIPS. n a * 


„ „„ OR. DOES n 

In thy ſerener Shades our Ghoſts * 
And court the Umbrãge of the Night: 
In Vaults, and gloomy Gaves, chey ſtray, 


| TL | 
Tho! ſolid Bodies dare exclude the Light, 
Nor will the brighteſt Ray admit: 
No Subſtance can thy Force repel; 


Thoureign'lt in Pepthsbelow, do'ſtatthe Center dyell 


To thee their beauteous Luſtre owe: 

Tho? form'd within the Womb of Night, 
Bright as their Sire they ſhine, with Native Rays of Light 

n 5 
When thou doſt raiſe thy venerable Head, 

And art in genuine Night array'd; 
Thy Negro Beauties then deli be 1 64179 
Beauties like poliſh'd Jet, with their own Darkneſ 

3 * bright. 
Thou doſt thy Smiles 7 rtacty beſtow, (rs 
And know'ſt no Diff 'rence here below: 

All things appear the ſame by thee, 


Thou Darkneſs art the Lover's kind Retreat, 
And doſt the Nuptial Joys compleat : 
Thou doſt inſpire them with thy Shade, 
Giv'ſt Vigour to the Youth, and warm'ſt the yieldin 
XII. 5 Mai 
Calm, as the Bleſs'd above, the Anchorites dell 
Within their peaceful, gloomy Cell: 
Their Minds with Heay*nly Joys are fill'd, 
The Pleaſures Light deny, thy Shades for ever yield. 
n n 
In Caves cf Night, the Oracles of old 
Did all their Myſteries unfold : : 
Darkneſs did firſt Religion grace, 


Gave Terrors to the God, and Rev'rence to the Plac 


Vo 


* 
- 


MraceLLAany Pons ese 7: 
„„ . 
hen they , 1 ity did on Hor 2 1 
Ne "Thy bhadesincloy' — hallo Land: AA 
_ In Clouds f Wishe he was arrgy d, : 
And venerable Darkneſs his Pavilion made. | 
When he appear'd arm'd in his Pow'r and Might} +: % 
He veild the Beatifick Light! 
When terrible with Majeſty, © © ' 
In Tempeſts he-gaye e clad hiniſelf in thee. 


Ere the Foundation of the Earth was laid, 
Or brighter, Firmament was made: 
Ere Matter, Time, or Place was known, 
Thou Monarch Darkneſs ſway dt theſe ſpacious Realms 
| 0109/5 0 LS $777 5: fafone. 
But now the Moon, (tho' gay with borrow'd Light) 
Inyades thy ſcanty Lot of Niger: 


So 


By Rebel Subjects thou'rt betrayd, A 
The Anarchy of Stars'de — their Monarch Shade. 
F III. een an 

et fading Light its Empire muſt reſignn, 
And Nature's Power ſubmit to Thine 
An univerſal Ruin ſhall ere& thy Throne, 
And Fate confirm thy Kingdom, evermore thy own, 


If 
it 
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| Sn NOD $3 | eden * rns 0 Cor 
Bring a Tranſation of Part of the Sixth' Book I 7; 
> of Virgil's/&neids, Beginning at ir 
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mia ee 3; 7 401 1 $466. 34 53's 
- PI SE chole, who by Love3,Cruelty have dy d, f a 
Thick Myrtle Groves, and dark Retirements hide; 


Vex'd. with old Griefs; and pale with long Deſpairs, — ; 
Death cannot free them from their laſting Cares. W 
Among the Trees Paſiblus does appear. To 
Phadrhy. and hroctis and Ewalne, here. wii 
Sad Eriphyle makes unpity?d\Moan, And 
Pointing to Wounds; that ſtill accuſe her Son, | Th 
For her loft, Honour; Canem monrtis-in'ivain, Now 
By Death transform'd to her own Sex again. 1 5 And « 
Ang Taodamia, with the zumerous: Thröng WW 5). « 
Of hapleſs Lovers, weeping goes along. Deaf 
Among the reſt forſaken Dida, round Hard 
The Deſart wanders, with a gaping Wound, And l 
Whom ſoon, as near the Trojan Hero drew, Frowr 
And that upbraiding injur'd ,Ghoſt _ thro* glimnr ring Into t. 
4 Shadows 2 17 Jo , Wher! 
(As he who ſees, by the faint gloeomy Light, 
A riſing Moon vat hid in organs Night) | | * 
Straight into Tears his penitent Pity broke, Afar tl 


And to her, in the kindeſt Terms of Love, unfeign'd, And 1, 
he-ſpoke. —- 
2 Kling w that did my Flight purſue 
1 find, alas, (unhappy Queen) is true! ay 
 YSur Mark Nil — Breaſt I 1 : 
That bleeding Wound you gave your ſelf for wo 


J 


LAY =y 


Ah, 'tis tog true! I was'th' unlucky Cauſe 


By all the Gods, who rule above, I vow, 
And by-khat Faith (if any be) which ſacred i below, 
Compell'd and threaten'd, ſad and diſcontent, 


That awful Pow'r, whoſe high Willto obey, -' +: © 


I ſtra 
Thro? endlelb N N ight, and unknown delart Lands, 
Force me, delaying, by his dread Commands. | 
Nor could I think the Loſs of me would touch 


Oh ſtay, and take not from my 1385 unkind, | 

A Face for ever F my Mind! 

Whom do vou ſee him you held ſo Ak | 

His juſt Defence 400 laſt rarcwil do not refuſe to bear. 
With ſuch oft Words th' afflicted Heroe ſtrove 

To ſooth her ks 79 a revive her Love. 

While rifing 8 opt him as he . ppke, 

And falling 2g on i r Accents brok 2640-4 th 
The Queen, who ſtill reſented his laſt Flight. 
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of your:hatd Fate curs'd; wrerghed Man NA M.. 


from your lov'd Shore, and dear Embrace, I Went; "4 
Ev'n now thro' theſe inferna Shades and Ale Paths 


Your Heart ſo deep? —— You valid me too 19 0 1 


Now turns her Eyes from his unwelcome , * 


And on the Ground, with fad Remembrance ſtruck. 
She fix'd a ſullen and dejeted Loox. 


Hard as à Rock her once kind Heart appears, 
And his vain ' Courtſhip uncofcern'd ſhe 116525 
Frowning at length, ayerſe to all he faid, 

Into the thickelt of the Wood ſhe” fled; | 
Where her firſt Love attracts her juſt Babes : 
Shares all her Griefs, and burns in equal Fires. 


Deaf to his Vos, regardleſs of his Tears, . 4 


Wounded afreſh with that teproachful Sight, . ds 
Afar the Prince purſues her ſcornful Fight. i ny / 
And long lamenting, her unhappy. Fate, 
With fruitleſs. Sorrow FEA, her, too late: N 1275 
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ou the Tralian of Fur vio Tas rl. 
| Jo Count MontzcvccoL:. 5 


bin Pride upon ſudden; Adyancement, 


S 
| Rs 4 feelin Orgeglinſ 8e. of 
Eri OT 
A rtr +> 1. thi 5 ine | ig A 
| ROD 10 0 foolilh noiſie Stream! 1 Sl 
V ho to ſome muddy, Plaſh thy Birth do'ſt owe, 
Which caſually a Brook became, | T 
Aſſrſted by the Rain, and. en Snow: 
Tho no thou boaſts thy ſwelling Tide, | 
Auguſt will ſoon be 2 and end thy e Pride. H 
| The Thame. 58 8 4 Kitt of Floods! the Thames W 
With peaceful C 1255 ſtes gently to the Main; 
Vet he upo his ſilent Streams 22 Zu 
The talleſt Vale does with eaſe ſuſtain: 


And while one Summer thee. devours, 
His Flood ſhall ne'er decreaſe, nor Time contract his It 


14, 41L Shores, 
Thou foam H, and boil'ſt along the Plain, In 
"i Flocks and Shepherds threat'ning by the way; 
Through borrow'd Waters baſely vain, He: 
Liſt'ſt up thy Head, and do'ſt regardleſs ſtray, 
Troubled,;obli que, and this alone. 
"Thy noiſie Pride i is all be te thou canſt call thy own. Anc 
I 
Wy know, Sir, you may well admire, No 
To hear me reaſon with a deaf ning Stream; 
But thus the Muſe oft ſtrikes oh Lyre, Troc 


When ſhe'd moſt Lofty and Majeſtick ſeem, 
And in Myſterious Numbers ſhrowd 
Deep Oracles, 5, 200 deep, tor the unthinking Croud. 


V. W hile 


* 
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1.4 
While thus I ſpake; there did appear * 
Phæbus, the God of every tuneful Lay, Wa 
A Laurel crown'd his beamy Hair, 
Which with a brighter Light improv'd the Day; 
And thus he, what 1 Law, apply'd, 
Short is th uncertain Reign, a. and Pomp of mortal Pride, 


New Turns and Changes ey! Day 
Are of inconſtant Chance the conſtant Arts, 
Soon ſhe gives, ſoon takes away, 
She comes, embraces, nauſeates you, and Nr hue 
But if ſhe ſtays, or if ſhe g does, | 
The wiſe Man lets Joy, oe . e Sorrow bons 
VI 
Good is the Pilot, who. preſerves 
His ſhatter'd Veſſel on the Stormy Main; 

But he no leſs "Applauſe deſerves, E 
Who * the. Flatt'ry of the Wat' ry Plain; a 
Who never druf. the faireſt Gale, 

But dreads to be o xls ang ſpreads but little Sail, 
III 
Of all the Heroes known of old; 7 ie 
1 honour moſt Agathecle;'s. Name; * 
Who, tho' he made the fparkling Gold 
In poliſn'd Goblets on his Table flame: 
To temper, and rebate its Ra 
He mixt his Father's Trade, the good? old LON, $ Clay: 
IX. 
While thus the charming God went on; 
And fix'd in Wonder, and Delight I ſtood ; 
Behold! the Upſtart Stream was gone, 
No Drop remain'd of its inſulting Flood: 
But the worſt Cattle of the Plain, 
Trod o'er the _ adage] d.it withDiſdat 
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CATULLUS big. XIX. 


1 Suffenns ite, Vare, quem probs mdf. 
| "By the Jams Hand as the former, 


Uſenys, whom you know, the ' Witty, 
8 The Gay, the Talkarive, and Pr = 

nd, all his Wonders to rehearſe, | 

The Thing which makes a World of , 
- I'm. certain I ſhonld not belie him, 

To ſay he has feveral Thouſands by "eg 
Yet none deform'd with Critick Blot, 
Or wrote on Vellom to Tuþ out. 
Royal Paper! Scarlet Strings 
Gilded Backs! and fuch fine Things!. s 
But ----- When you read em, then the Wirf, 
The Suſſenus, and the Pretty: | 
Is the dulleſt, heavieſt Clown. 
So alter'd, he can ſcarce be . 
This is ſtrange! that he who now | 
Could ſo Flatter, Laugh, and Bow, © 
So much Wir, ſuch reedin ſhow, * 
Should be ſo ungenteel a Vighe, 7926 

Whenever he attempts to Write 

And yet the Wretch is ne'er fo pleas a, 
As when he's with this Madneſs ſeia d. 

Faith, Sir, we're all deceiv'd alike, 
All labour in the fame Miſtake, 
Nor is the beſt of Men ſo clear 
- From every Folly, op Feder YR 

Still the Suffenus w appear, *% 

Quickly we other's Errors find, 


But ſee not our own TATE behind. 
ons 


{4 


Out of the Greek of MEN LN. 
TEL 3 4 err Fre | 
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By the ſame Hand as the formen. 


She o'er Rocks, 
- Paſſion does fl 
© bring 


her, kind Venus!“ 


and o'er Streams 


-7 Hile here for the fair rg Ir I die,, 


from my 


'bridg her here back again, 


And the beſt of my Heifers on thy Altar Hes flain: * 


ut if ſhe's. appeas' d, if to Love 
7 Herd, 15 


ake all my 


W 


1 1 


. 8984 . - 
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my 
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ttle He rd. 
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ſhe incline, 


18 A 


x. 18 — 
Man 4 © 


U thine.” 
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Invitation" into the Country. In Imi- 
tation of the thirty fourth Epigram 


of CATULL US. 
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By the: ſam Hand as the farmer. 
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1 0 % p N 
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O — for Pm impatient grown, © 
Bid him leave the noiſy Town. 


Charge him he no lon 
But with haſte deren ., 


: 
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gay, © 

” 92 

; F , 
Ayr. 


Tho' a thouſand times bets Gard h eite 
By that fond, bewitching Mag: 


Tho” ſhe ſummon all her Charr 
Kiſs him, preſs. him in her 


Let him not the Syrex mind; 
Tears are Water, 9 * are Wind. 


Tell him how kind 


Dreſſes up the youthful Year, 
Strowing on the thoughtleſs Hours, 


Opening Buds, and new-born fl 


Tell h 
Innocence and Mitth are 


underneath this Shade 


ature here 
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Not without forbidden Claret, | / 
Books or Mulick, if he'll hear it, ö 
see the Laurel; and the Vine, 7 05 e . 


Round about that Arbour twine, 

So we Wü, and Pleaſurejoin; ;; 

So Horace and Anacreon meet DES 
The Jolly God, within that Seat. 

Thus from N Rf and Care fet free, 

The Snares of Beauty we defie. 

Let him then no longer ſtay, 

But with haſte deyour the Way. 


1 Sd 1 ao * * 
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PINDARICK Ops. 
By Ar. Se KBYE. | 


* 
ET all be huſh'd, a fofier Motion 3 
Be ev y loud tümultuous Thought at Peace, 
And ev'ry ruder Gaſp of Breath 
Be calm, as in the Arms of Death. 
And thou moſt fickle, moſt uneaſie Part, 
Thou reſtleſs Wanderer, 2 Heart, 
Be ſtill; gently, ah gently, leave, 
Thou bußte, idle thing, to heave. 


Stir not a Pulſe, and let my . RS 

- That turbulent, unruly. Flood, e 
Be ſoftly ſtaid s | 

Let me be all, but my Attention, dead. 
Go, reſt, yunneceſſary Springs of Life, 

Leave your officious Toil and Strife; 

For 1 would hear her Voice, and * 

If it be poſſible to die. 1 

11. 


Come all ye Love-ſick Maids and wounded Swans 
| And — to her a Strains“ a0 
20 x 


— — 


* 
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& wond'rous Balm between her Lips ſhe wears, 

Of Soy'reigy Force to ſoften Cares, > {Teas : 

'Tis piercing as your Thoughts, and melting as your 

And this, through ev'ry Ear ſhe; does. impart, 
(By tuneful Breath diffus d yt ev'ry Heart. 
Swiftly the gentle Charmer flies, 

And to the tender Grief ſoft Air applies 

Which, warbling Myſtick Sounds 
Cements the bleeding Panter's Wound 
But ah! beware of clam'rous Moann 
Let no unpleaſing Murmur, or harſh: Gran. 
Your ſlighted Loves declare 

Your very tend xeſt . hs forbear, \ 

For even they will be too boiſt'rous here. 

Hither let nought but ſacred Silence come, 

And let. 7 wg e dumb. 
1 Nia X 

And lo! Silence himſelf is here 
Methinks I ſee the Midnight God appear, 

In all its downy Pomp array d. 

Behold the rev'rend Shade: 

An ancient Sigh he fits upon, 

Whoſe Memory:of Sound is long ſince gone, 
And purpoſely annihilated-for his Throne: 
Beneath two (oft tranſparent Clouds do meet, 
In which he ſeems to ſink his ſofter Feet. 

A melancholy Thought, condens'd to Air, 

S .tol'n from à Lover in Deſpair, 
Like a thin Mantle, ſerves to Wrap 
In Fluid Folds, his viſionary: Shape 
A Wreath of Darkneſs round: his Head he wears, 
Where curling Miſts ſupply the want of Hairs: 
While the ſt; Vapours, which from Poppies riſe, . 
tedew his hoary Face, and lull his Eyes. 

IV. 


But hark! the heav'nly Sphere turns round, 
And ſilence now is drown'd 
In Eeſtaſie of Sound. | 
ow on a ſudden the ftill Air is charm'd, 
V if all Harmony were juſt alarm'd? . 


43 | 5 Aud 


* 
4 


« The: Bains Plans ph : 


- And-extey Sul with T we fillt d.. 
: Alteryately is thaw'd and ehilfdt 
TLC ay ert Heay*nly We 7 2h otic); 


. len . 7 
And win bo * e Care, 
Deſcending A 


cult the thinneſt Air!. „ 


plas ap 


Haſte t e- Ses an th inmortal Throng, 2 1 


And -u. ; Meme 7 
Leave your Tops kn the Sky, I 
And Men 5 bicher fly; bog TOY: | 

Your Loſs of Heav'n nor ſhall you geed EY 
While ſhe linge 'tis r lere. 4 


See how they crowd, 40 how oe little Chexubs s ip 


While others fie around her Mouth, and ip 
© _ Sweet Hallelujahs 1 from her 855 2 
Thoſe Lips, where in ſurpriſe o Bliſs thy r roye: 
For ne er before were A Arwen ö 


With ſuch a luſcious Fe git 24 [ 48 2M 
Of Muſick and of Lover 5 57 2 
Prepare then, ye immortal . 1 ted 
Each ſacred e ei 


And with her Voice in Chorus join, all. : 

Her Voice, which next to yours. is moſt; Divine. 
Bleſs the glad Harth wick Heav'nly Lays,” | 

And to that Pitch thi eternal Accents raiſe, 
Which only Breath infpir'd> can reach, FIT 

To Notes, which only he can learn, and you ean teach; 
While we, chann'd with the lov'd Exceſs,: / k 
Are wrapt in ſweet Forgerfulneſs er 

Of all, of all, but of the preſent Hap \ "mk 8 
Wiſhing for ever in t State to 
Far ever ** s 8 . 
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SIR, n hem 
o 105 oblig 10 N Nation 7 Igore © 5 
Than all ek Bards could ever do before: 
And (at your own Charge) Monuments as hard” wy 
As Braſs, or Marble, to your Fame, have rear'd, 
For as all Warlike Natjons take Delight 
To hear how their braye Anceſtors could fight, 
You have adyanc'd to Wonder their Renown, 
And no leſs virtuouſly improy'd your own; 
That twill he doubtful, oe 2 * do Write, 
Or they Fave ated, at 4 Nobler right £ 
You (of your ancient Princes) hay retriev'd #3 
More than the Ages knew. in which they liy'd; . 
Explain'd their Cuſtoms, and their Rites a-now, 
Better than all their Druids eyet knew: i 4% 
Unriddled thoſe dark Oracles as well | 1 
As thoſe that made dem, could themſelves aber 
For as the Britains long have hop? d in vain, 
Arthur would come to govern them again: g 
You have fulflFd that Pro bale alone, | 
And in your Poem plac'd him, on his Throne, 
Such Magick Power, has your prodigious een 
To raiſe, the Dead, and give new Life to 3 we 
Make Rival Princes meet in Arms, and Love, 8 
Whom diſtant Ages did 115 far r | | 
For as Eternity has neither pa 
Nor future, {Authors 152 25 "firſt, nor laſt; 
But is all Inſtant; Your 81. Muſe | | 
All Ages can to any one reduce. 188 
Then why ſhould. You (whoſe Miracles of 4 * 
Can Lite at Wa 40 the Id, part) 23 
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Trouble in vain your better-buſied Head, | / 
T Gbſerye what Times they liy d in, or were dead. Soo 
Fom ſinge zou have ſuch Arbitrary Pow'r, -- 30 
;were Nete@ in Judgment to go lower z; be 
* toop to things ſo pitifully le wd. The 
As uſe to take the Vulgar Latitude And 
For no Man's fit to read what you have writ, Of! 
That holds not ſome Proportion wick your Wit. The 
As Light can no way but by Light appear, Such 
He mult bring N that Wade danch it R_ Since 
en Ri MY TOTS 111. 309 Denne a Thot 
TP ² m rt 1158 1k aut tr id 
drr rr N | 
16.9 3TR ated 241 = Da aldern Mong 2 10 4 

_ +» Upon: the fam. — 

By the Lord BVUexHU AST. 


A OME on you Criticks, find one Fault who dares, 
4 Or read it backwards like 4 Witch'z Prayers, 
"Twill de as well; throw not away your Jeſts 
On ſolid, Nonfenſe that.abides all Tefts. 
Wit, like Terſe Claret, when't begins to pall, 
Neglected lies, and's of no. uſe at all?! 
But in its full Perfection of Decay, © 
Turns Vinegar, and comes again in play. 
Thou haſt'a Brain, ſuch as it is indeed. 
Or what elſe ſhou'd thy Worm of Fancy feed! 
Yet in a Eilberd 1 have often known 
Maggots ſuryive, When all the Kernel's gone. 
This Simile ſhall ſtand in thy Defence, 
Gainſf thoſe dull Rogues that now and then write Senſe, 


Fain v 
If tho 
Sure I 
With ] 
Garbao 
Which 


With 1 


Thy Wit's the fame, Whatever be the Theme, A Gyay 
As ſome Digeſtidns tun all Meat to Phlegm. ' Can'ft” 
They lie, dear Ned, that ſay thy Brain is barren, | Of Kin 
Where deep Conceits like Maggots breed in Carrion; Are lau 
Thy ſtumbling founder'd' Mule can trot as high © Think « 
As any ather Pegaſus can fx. Thy Bo 
So the dull Eel moves nimbler/in the Mud, | No oth 
Than all the fwift-finn'd Racers of the Flood. : han ca 


| | 4 ' Py Wo . 
_ MyseaBbrany Porims. Ov 
As skilful Divers to the bottom fall. Le wrng's 


Sooner than thoſe WHO cannot im aralty 15 a 


30 in this mates W riting Wichout thinking, 
Thou haſt T ange Agili in ſinkin * DT 1465 44 Hr. 7 2 
Thou writ'ſt below ich 7 
And with acquired Dullneſs and new Arts, 
of Nonſenſe; ſeifelt on kind Readers Hearts. 
Therefore, dear Rogue, at my Advice forbear 
Such loud Complaints 2 Criticks to prefer, 
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Did erer LI Ne more ſharply bite 
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HO U damn'd Aptipodes to Common Senſe, 
Thou Foil to Fler 2 1 'pthee tell from whence - 
Does all this mighty Stock of Dallneſs ſpring? 
Is it thy own, or haft it from Sn Hill,, 
Afiſted by ſome ballad-making Quill?» ? 
No, they fly higher yet} thy Plays ave ſuc |: | 
I'd (wear they were Tranſlated; out of Dusch. 
Fain wou'd I know what-Dyet-.thow doſt keeps: 1-5! 
If thou doſt always, or doſt never fleep ?:: 
dure Haſty-Padding is thy chiefeſt/ Diſ nnn, 
With Bullocks Liver, or ſome ſtinking Fin: 
Garbage, Ox-cheeks, and Tripes, do feaſt thy Brain, 
Vbich nobiy pays tiiis Tribute back ägain. 
Vith Daizy Rodts thy Dwarfiſn Muſe is fed, 
A Gyant's Body withla Pigmy's Headz. 
Can'ſt thou not find among thy num'rous Race 
Of Kindred, one to tell thee, that thy Flays 5 
Are laught at by the Pitt, Box, Galleries, nay, Stage? 
Think on't a while, and thou wilt quickly fing 
Thy Body made for Labour, not thy Mind. 
No other uſe of Paper thou ſnould'ſt make: 
ban carrying Loads and Reams upon thy Back. 
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Carry vaſt 1 till hy Shoulders farink;; /, | 
But Curſt he he that gives wok and.Ink,,.... 4 

Such dangęrout Weapon ſhou'd be Kept XZ Hb To 
As Nurſesfrom their Children; keep Edge | 


For thy dall Fancy'a Muckinder is "tet % Mu 
| Tp ip e the Slab of thy Spouy; W, . N 
> "a WD is late, #'Juſtixe cov'& be found, | — 
hy 3 blind- born Puppies ſhou'd why drown'd 


For were it pot that we Reſpect Ard. 3 

Unto the Son of an Heroick: Lord; 

Thine in the Diicking-Stool ſbou'd take her beat, | 
Dreſt like her ſelf in a great Chair of State 2 -. 
Me like a Muſe of Quality ſhe'd die, 


u. thy ſelf ſhalt make her Ele 
In je a ame Stram thou) ENT cM 


mw" 8 e Wa e o 
Tho' no Man gfves him a eroſ wo „ 
And all Perſuaſions are in vain, | | 
To make him put it ue 1 85 5 
Each draws ws, Ys; upon him: | hy | 
Ev'n ſo, deat Ned, chy deſperate Pen F 
No lefs diſturbs all . Men, * Th 
And makes them wonder Wwͤhat a. Devil 
Provoket Thee to be ſo uncivil. Aer 
When thou, and all thy Friends muſt know Yam, 
Thou yet wilt: dare to Print thy oem. 
That poor Cur's Fate, and. ine, are one 
Who has his Tail peg'd in a Bone ; 
Ae 2 ee no body'll own him, | 
; s, eat all __ him: 

221 Tard ee eater Wits were at chece, 
Now. ev'ry 1e Þ Fol will pat lice; -' 
Fellows that neter were heard, or read oF. 
If tow erin oo, Wäl wie dy Head ef, 11 
* a 
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MisczLuiny Porus 7 


Thus Maſtives only have a knack 
To caſt the Bear upon bis Hack; e 21 TE BOY 4 
But when th* unwieldy Beaſt is drop, 


Se him dow]. n —— 


— 2 W . NL 
0 * the fame.” 10 
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Writ in a Style agreeing with their Lives. * me 
All Rumours Strength their Froweſs did dut- go, 
All Rumours Skill your Verſes far out do: 
To praiſe the Welch the World muſt'now nx FREY 
2 their Leeks you do e e way 
Such lofty Strains „  aregronr, bigo wh IU 
Wien femme» acts is, but your Wit. 
Bonduca, were ſhe ſuch, as here we IIB 
(In Brizifh' Paint) none could more dreadful. be: 
With naked Armies The encbunter'd Ramme, 
Whoſe boy with naked Nature you o "EXCOMS,. 
Nor let ſmall Criticks blame this mighty Queen, 


That in King Arthur's Time ſhe here is ſeen: 


You that can make Immortal by your Song 

May well one Life Four Hupdred Years prolong, 

Thus Virgil bravely Aar d for \Di;4a's/Love, 

The ſettled Courſe of Time and Years to move. 

Though him vou imitate in this alone, 

In all things elſe you borrow help from AF 1 

No Antick Tale of Greece or Roms you take, 1 

Their Fables and Examples you elke. * 

Wich true Heroick Glory You diſplay - Lent” 

A Subject new, writ in the neweſt” way. 411990, * 
Go forth, great Author, for the World's Deli 


Teach it, What nong eer taught | how ee, 


They talk ſtrange things that ancient Poets did; 
How Trees, Stones they into Buildings lead: 1 
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The THIRD Part of | 


7¹ 
For Poems to raiſt Cities, nowz tis hard! / 
But cb at a will build on hos Church-yark; 
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— on d ame. 


By Mr. May CLipronD.. 


ITH Envy, Eriticks, you'll this Poem read, 

W hoſe uthor's Wir does more than Man ex- 
Where all's ſo good alike, no Man can —M | [ceed; 
This may be added; or that par d away: 
Where all's ſo new, no Search can ever AA 
The Perſons mention'd, in their Time, or Place. 
Great Soul of Nature, which doſt Books defie, 
And their weak Aid in this thy Hiſto 
Thou art no Slave to Rule, or Pre — 1 5 
Where others imitate; thou doſt iny ent. 
It is, weigrant, all thy Invention: 

The Language too, intirely. is chy o-.]õ nF: 
Thou leav'ſt as Traſh, below thy great As: . 
Grammar to Pedants; and to plain Men, Senſe: 
But as, in this thy matehleſs Poetry, | 

Thou _ ſt 1 7 ſo none can u bello Thee, 
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: - On the fame; 155 5 
. Lord? Vana | 


7 onder not, Sir, chat Praiſes yet ne'er os” 
To any: other, are yet heap'd on Lou: 
"Twas Envy robb'd you of your Praiſe before; 
Men ſee their Faults, and Enyy now-no: more. RN 
'Tis but your Merit, nor can juitly ſuch,” -!- 
Which gave too little once, now * too we 
Your Princes do all Poetry ſurpa 
a man as Pen- main. maur exceeds Parnaſs. .. x" 
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Miscz ELAN Ports: 


is ſo great a Prodigy of Wit, N 
That 4 add Nair boch fall ſhort of it : 
For leaving Art, and left of Nature too, { V © 8 rh 


| F 1 3 * Werte 41480 
Your Poem! has no other Muſe than You. 


N wy 
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On theſe two VERS Es, 
Out of the ſame. 
But Fame bad ſent forth all ber nimble Spie? 


* Þ 


By the Duke f Bu CKxING HAM. 


UT wherefore all this Pother about Fame? 

A Man might ſay, ſays one; the very ſame 
Demand might well Ao ade” another cries, wes 
Of Fate: and how it got, from Fame, ſuch Eyes: 
Tis wells you're 74% K. both, ſay 1; 

Yet to your Wit this boldly I' reply: Wy 

Fate is the Twin of Chance, by which you find 

Fate muſt needs ſee, except that Chance were blind: 
For, among Friends, twere Inequali 1795 

To think one ſhould be blind, and t'other ſee. 

Now tell me, Criticks, do not all the Wiſe 


Protefs that which they ſee, they fee with Eyes? A. 


And the fame Figure do not I advance, 

When 1 proteſt I faw a ß by Chance? 
since then fo various things by Chance we ſee, | 
Fate might have Eyes to multiplicity;  ©_ 
But our mild Author ſays, it has but ſome ; 

Thus, Critick vile, thus I have truck thee dumb: 
And thus ſubſcribe my ſelf, with Heart and Hand, 
The Author's Friend, moſt Humble Servant, and © 
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* mene PA nc, hl 


To the Prince und Privceſs fQr 4 
upon their Marriage. 


1 1 5, . Ty La 2 . 
AIL, W Warrior! hail! whoſe — won 
The faireſk Jewel in the Engliſß Crown, 
aer in famous Dan 1 in wy Field, eld: 
appy in, Courts: which brighteſt Beauties 
Oh Prince! whole Soul is kngwnlſo juſtly great, 
As * that Heav'n took Nt ure EO; 
Firſt, the ry ręſin ally. 
Stamp'd xg e age kel thee away. 
With Wonder thus we, r Temper. priae, 
Not hut thou'rt bold and brave, as thou art wiſe. 
Like the cool Engliſh, who approach. their Fat 
With Awez 3 5 y firſt With Death . | 
oY 


They kindle but When once on Fir 
Burn on, ie os in che Ley Fame 


Rin, Pak ceſs? haf! has faireſt of Ki 18 
1988 3: of Angels, 5 an 3 

ole Virtues. ſhine, but ſo as t 
Clear as the. Sun, and lg ntle as the ee 


Whoſe ba 5 A e Jambent Glories move, 
And ev like, à Part of Love. + 
How we 8 6 ow. 9 hat 11 — ce 
Since to thy. 2 0 the Sos, Webs ht! 
Methinks 1, 
When o'er the yal. ay HY 
Eno 12 1 Hrav'nz e 
Since. the :Pliſs Earth holds ſhall be en 
Pains I remember nem with yaſf De 5 be 
Well have, is brav'd the thund'ring OY ght, 
© Hoa now-are Gains, me if my Blood 

| mix and raiſe the yulgar Flood, 
Her Tears (for ſure ſhe'll be ſo good to mourn) 


Gike Balm ſhall heal the Wounds when I. return. * 


MrscELLANY Ports. 7 


But hark, tis rumor'd that this happy Pair Ter 
Muſt go, the Prince for Na does . 
Call'd to oy De ſs of rr A ut 
G0 then, i t parture agreed, 

Your; Friends muſt wee wh Your b e tall 1 50 

And if in Poets: Minds, thoſe vaſter Soul +37 
Where all at once the vaſt Creation «wig 0 
To whom the Warriour is as much abli LY 
As to Relievers Towns that are beſieg d; 

(For Death would to their Acts an End afford, 

Did not Immortal Verſe out-do the 1 

If ought of Propheſie their Souls, inſpire, | 

And i or Fury" ives a ſolid : Tie. Mb ——— l 
Soft ſhall the ge be, the Seas and Wind, 

Calm as the Prince, and as the Princeſa kind 
The World, why ſhould not Dreams of Poets take, 
As well as Prophets who but dream awake? ö 

I ſaw them launch, the Prince the 1 A 
While the ſad Court ftood crowdi Het e. Shore, 
The Prince ſtill bowing on the Dec did | 
And held his rab Princeſs by the Hand. CAKE 
Which wayin e bid the 5411 farewel, 
And wept as fie wou'd the Octan Well 

Farewel! thou beſt of Fathers, beſt of Friends! 
Vhile the mod Duke, with a heay'd Sigh, commends 
To Heay 'n the Care: in Tears his RSS would , 
But Manly Virtue binds them to the Brim. 4 
Farewel (ſhe cry d) m ap. Siſter, chou dear Part, 

Thou ſweeteſt Pate of my divided Hearr. 

To whom I all my Secrets did unfuld. 40 N 
Dear Casketl who did all my Treaſures bald. 

My little Love! Her Sighs ſhe did renew, 

Once moxe (oh Heav'ns) a long and laſt Adien 2b 
Part! muſt E ever loſe thoſe pretty Charms ? 

Then * and ſinks into the "oY $ Ams. 

The Court beheld and . 

Streight from their Griefs the: pompous Navy fled ' 
So faſt, as if gur Sighs increas'd their Speed. 

When of a ſudde 
The Tritons all w 


their griev'd Gd relurt; 3 


ven the Reedy Court, 


In 
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6 de Tuiny PANT of 
In Troops upon the wand'ring Waves they 'olide; 
And coded eit lifted Lord in Trium 724K 40 
At their firſt Call the ſinging Mermaid, dme, 
While the crown'd- Dolphins laſh the ſilver Foam. She's 
Thus Waited, the glad Pritice bebeld from far | 

The Belgick Shore, and heard'the Seund of War. 
Some Hand unſeen Heav'n's Azure Curtains drew 
To make this mighty Triumph Great and New, 
A thouſand Golden Heads peep'd forth to view. 
Cries, Shouts, and clapping Hands, all Eeſtaſie, 1 
A hundred Cannons thundred to the Sk yx. * 
The Thunder anſwering did my Dream deſtroy, Sk 
And wak'd me fromthe Viſiohary Toy. 
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o 1 "Rp / 6 el 1 | g 95 
Againſt 8Lorn: When the King 

of . * * a # 14 * 3 1 - s 

| Was at Oxford, 
4} nal * 0 . '4 * —_— 10 - e 


Hoc agite, 6 Juvenet, circumſpicit, & ſtimulat vo, 
Materiamgue fibi Dutis indulgemia guærit. 
* f 270 | 2 1 WE, 9. + b 


For th 


PH | The 
1 eee eee eee E 
'ETFEnce, vain Attempter of the Good and Great; : Ka 
Be gone from our ſecure Retreat, Next 
With all thy dull unwieldy Train And 

| That dog and curb the active Brain; 
Which elſe — like a mettled Steed, run o'er Can wv 
| Vaſt Nature's yet unnumber'd'S{ore 1 Wh. 
O'er flow'ry Meads, and painted Fields, Cozen 
And all. the pleaſant Scenes. that- beauteous 14 r. And 

. HF 378 + yield 

'We're'doubly arm'd againſt thy Cheats, and the, In yair 
Thy Cheats which only find a place And 
Among the Tghorant: and Baſe ) This fe 
By Knowledge, and by* Majeſty, - © - Whc 


Thou, conſtant Gueſt, of eviry Popiſi Cell, | 
© Which do'f with Mo ene dwell; 
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M1scELLANY. Pokus, 77 
Muſt leave, with them, this ſacred Ground ; 
Baniſh'd from King and Court, at leaſt for ten Miles 
She's gone; and now, methinks, an active Fire 
Does all my willing Veins inſpire: oh b 
My drowſie Senſes all anew | 
Are waken'd by. his pow'rful View. 
The Glorious Ruler; of the Morning, ſo, 
But looks on Flow'rs, and ſtreight they grow : 
And when his-Beams their Light unto — 
Ripens the dulleſt Earth, and warms it into Gold. 
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mat art Thou, LOV E!?! 
Minen by Mr. J./ALLESTEY, 
Hat art thou, Love! whence are thofe Charms! 
That thus thou bear'ſt an Univerſal Rule! 


For thee the Soldier quits his Arms, 
The King turns Slave, the wiſe Man Fool. 
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In vain we chaſe thee from the Field, 64 
And with cool Thoughts: reſiſt thy Yoke: * 
Next Tide of Blood, alas! we yield, _- .-.- : 
And all thoſe high Reſolves are broke. 
n N 
Can we e'er hope thou ſhou'dſt be true,. 
Whom, we have found ſo. often baſe? 
Cozen'd, and cheated, ſtill we view, 
And fawn upon the treacherous Face, 
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IV. | 
In vain our Nature we accuſe; - __ | FR 
And doat, becauſe ſhe ſays: we muſt : * 
This for a Brute were an Excuſe, _ EE: 
pole ve e and Lite 1s Fü. 
19 LEG ok V. To 
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To We our „Likebels! A mat" n ou, 
Our Likeneſs is but Miſery Wh 
Why ſhould 1 toil to „ Rog cad | 
Another Thing a e 110 Take oc 
| 24 Ht #1 11 
From Hands Divine our Spirits came,” | Thi 
And Gods, that made us, did inſpire 7hen 
Sdmething- more Noble in out Frame, Wh 
Above the Pregs of Earthily Fire. 
Ka FA '* SOT YER 1 Ip. hv. 4 When 
—— — — rm And 
Heay't 
Verſes ſpoken before the Duke and Dit: * 
cheſs of York, and Lady Anxxy, 
in Oxford Theatre, May 21, 1683, WW” 
| hoſe 
Bye ee Savile and Mr. cer, Whi 
e Lord S. * 
Great Fr, & L ; bn | 
V Hen laſt y our Ro 15 Brother bleſs:d this Place, 
| And all. about did his kind Beams diſpenſ e, 
A Joy Divine was een in every Face, This is 
Til Faction drove dur 28 Angel hence: - Of K 
The Tr 
Heay'n knew how far our Sa Frame could bear; From 
Mingling out Rapture with ſome fit org tl ; 
And that, for future Bliſs, we mi „ 
Wow reſeryd the Bleſſing this? . As whe 
91 | Glads 
Mr. C to the Bule. 
We miſs'd a Royal Brother by his Side; r whe 
Lord.S = i the Dutche Beg t 


-" EY 
We long' d to ſee thofe Charms weile las am: 
TN 5 | 
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Mis cm. I xy: EDEN 76 


Mr. C— to the Lady Anne. 

You, Madam, was our-only Joy and Pride, 2 

Who repreſented Alf Ine e erb 1 A 
Lord b thi ike 2 4A 

Would you then Khow how much CD does hers? | 

"Think what a Joy-in Royal Breaſts did flow, 

When fatal Glaſfer all our Hopes did bear,“ 

Which the Gods loſt, to Sons their Cars of wm. 


When Fears and . 2 aan iohs TT 3 
And Zeal miſtaken, blinded wilful Eyes, 

Wcay'n ſhookthe Rod to the Nebelkous Crowd, 
Threat' ning to ſnatel 5 93 they could not brise. 


My. Sl Dhttheſs. / : 
Dxford (we eng e) will not diſpleaſe your View,” 
Where Jerk fixſhledrn'd the Rudiments of, Was $1 
hoſe early Virtues here, in Bloſſom rew, i 
Which now in Gch an fall Pe k . 
VII.. I. J IQ oy. v 4 
ho' here new Towers and Buildings daily kite, 
And, Arms thrown oft, we wear t \ wor Sir Gown 3 
Dur Breaſts admit x no Change, know no 1 Diſguiſe ; ; 
Prepar'd with Peus and Swords aſſert the Crown. 
VIII. 
Lou 8. a 
This is the Place to which the ſacred Names 
of Kings and Heto66/annuttly refund; 
The Triumphs, Wars, and Peace of Chivles : and James, 
From Age to We! ate with frefh r crown d. F 


"My. C *74.; ET: 74 
As when a Prince $ if .expetted Birth, 
Glads ev'ry Heart, and each Mule tunes ber voie, 
To tht Lady Ann rt th. 
Dr when the Captive Mongrehs of the Farth, EIS, 
leg to be Slayes, and in 597 Chains 1 joice,” 12 
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Our Thoughts? which ſhould in active de fly; vou 
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And tun d to their Eternal Harmony. Wit! 
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Muſick's the Dialect of happy Soul, oe 
When ſever'd from the Earth's . oa; And 
The univerſal Language, by both Poles To 1 
Of the vaſt diſtant d Matias underſtood. His 1 
Let Inftruments and Voices both nine, * 
To celebrate the Glories of this Day: How 
Let Art and Ecſtaſie their Forces join, Eny 
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What 7 Pow'rs diſpence 

This Day's happy Influence 

See'ſt thou how the Nymphs and. Swain 
Trip it o'er the flow'ry Plains, | 
Deck'd in Liveries far mo gay 

Than could e' er be Wed N. Fae. 

Craggy Hills their Fo 18 

Fauns and Satyrs on de dance; 
To the whiſtling of the Wind, 

With the Birds fv eet Mulick bein- d; 


6 


Trees 


f a 5 S 
| MitscELLANY POEM s. 8 
Trees, with their unwonted Pleaſure, 
Wave their ſhady 1 in meaſure. 


Thyr. Damon, think it nothing ſtrange 
You diſcern ſo great a Change, 
Since our — Dwelling's bleſt 
With ſo ſtrange, ſo great a Gueſt, 
Life and Mirth the Gods beſtow, 
And Beauty whereſoe'er they go; 
And if Jove vouchſafe to come 
To Philemon's Country home, 
His Preſence gives it Grace Divine, 
And turns the Cottage to a Shrine. 
Dam. Such fine Stories Poets ſing, 
How their Gods, and Jove their King, 
Envy Shepherd's happy Days, 
Pleas'd to hear their. well-tun'd Lays; 
Quit the bliſsful Seats above, 
Chuſing here on Earth to love. 
Pretty Fables, proper Themes 
For Poetick airy Dreams; 
But theſe are Joys which Men awake 
Never muſt expect to take | 
Thyr. Ceaſe thy Doubts, thou faithleſs Swain, 
View but yonder glorious Train, 
Tell me if the Skies can ſhow 
Such a Conſtellation ? Dam. No.- 
Thyr. Should the Deities combine, 
And in one their Glories join. 
Dam. Heav'n's whole Pride too mean would be 
To compare with what we fee; 
But pr'ythee, Shepherd, canſt declare 
What theſe glorious Strangers are ? 
Thyr. Damon, that's a Work too high 
for ſuch Swains as you and J. 
Tis enough our ſofter Lays CM 
Alcon or Lycoris praiſe : 
but the Princely Daphnis' Name 
Fills the loudeſt Trump of Fame. 
Dam. Oft was Daphnis the ſublime 
ugument of Ægon's Rhime. * 
Vol, III. F Thyr,” 


At 


All compos'd and liſt'ning ſtood, 


Did the Gods accept alone 


Damon begin: to Phyllis I, 
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Thyr. Daphnis, and the Nymph that ſhares 8 


All his Pleaſures, all his Cares. Fo 


Dam, While he ſung his Vifories, © © 
Thyr. And her no lefs conqu'ring Eyes, 
Dam. Glad Rocks echo'd to bis W oice, 
Thyr. Vales return'd the tuneful Noiſe, 
Dam. Savage Inmates of the Wood 


Thyr. Diſtant. Hills their Tops did bend, 
Leaning as they did attend; | 
But ſince Ægon left the Plain, 

All the under Crew in vain 
Strive to ſing what may appear 
Worthy Princely Daphnis* Ear, 

Dam, Fear not, Ihyrſis, there does reſt 
In great Daphnis noble Breaſt 
Too much Goodneſs, to refuſe 
Tribute from an humble Muſe: ' 


Worthy Victims, they'd have none, 
Thyr. Then, tho' we cannot entertain 

Daphnis in a lofty. Strain, 

Nor his great Exploits ſet forth, 

Or his peerleſs Lady's Worth; 

Such a homely Muſe as ours, 

Can bid them welcome to theſe Bow'rs: 


Thou to Daphnis ſhalt apply. 
Dam. Content. Thyr. But ſtay, Dam. Why ſtay? 
: Thyr. Mine Ear | 
Heay'nly Muſick ſeems to hear; 
Phœbus will his Quire prevent, 
And pay the Duty which we meant. 
Dam. Let's attend while Pha bus ſings, 
And tune odr Oat- pipes to his Strings. 


Muſick again; which ended, 
Ah Thyrſis! how ſhall humble Swains, 


As thou and I, perform ſuch Strains? 
; | I Can 


Misc EL LANV Pokus. 


can we a fitting Preſent make, 
For us to give, or theſe to take? | 
Thyr. The Garland Chloris made, 1'll bring, 
When I flung Strephon from the Ring. 
Tho' Cæſar's Birth-day it ſhould crown, 
Freſh Roſes will for that be blown.- 
Dam. 1 have a Lamb as white as Snow, 
Tho? half engag'd to Pan, by Vow; 
Il ſacrifice it here: for he 
Pan or ſome greater God muſt be. 
Thyr. Why do'ſt thou talk of Sacrifice? 
Theſe ſeem not angry Deities. 
Would cruel Sylvia were here, 
She'd learn to think her ſelf leſs Fair, 
And in a noble Mixture find | 
Humility with Beauty join'd. 
Dam, Then may it pleaſe the Royal Three, 
T*accept an hearty Wiſh from me; 
By all true Swains be Daphnis fear'd, 
And no Whig Wolves come near his Herd. 


Thyr. May each bright Nymph look 80 and young, 


Doubling the Stock from whence they ſprung. 
Both, Then yearly Hecatombs we'll pay, 
If ey'ry Spring brings ſuch a May. 


F 2 H U- 


= wb 
„ anc. a. ac Hs 
= = 7 4 Ll 


84 De THIRD PART of 
HUMANE LIFE. 
Suppos'd to be ſpoken by an Epicure, in Imi- 


tation of the Second Chapter of the Wiſ- 
dom of Solomon, 


A PINDARICK ODE. 
Inſcribd to the Led HUNSDON. 


By Mr. YALDEN. 


1 will penurious Heav'n no more allow! 
No more on its own darling Man beſtow ! 
Is it for this he Lord of all appears, 
And his great Maker's Image bears! 
To toil beneath a wretched State, 
Oppreſs'd with Miſeries and Fate : 
Beneath his painful Burthen groan, 
And, in this beaten Road of Life, drudge on! 
Amidſt our Labours we poſleſs 
No kind Allays of Happineſs : | 


No ſoft'ning Joys can call our own, That 
To make this bitter Drug go down; ] 
W hilſt Death an eaſie Conqueſt gains, 4 
And the inſatiate Grave in endleſs Triumph reigns. / 


With Throes, and Pangs, into the World we come, A lan 


The Curſe and Burthen of the Womb: E 

Nor wretched to our. ſelves alone, T 

Our Mother's Labours introduce our own. A 
In Cries and Tears our Infancy we wate, Damn' 
Thoſe ſad Prophetick Tears that flow, T 

By Inſtinct of our future Woe In 
And ev*n our Dawn of Life with Sorrows. oyer-caſt, T. 
Thus we toil out a reſtleſs Age, Natter 


Each 


— — — Ho = — - 
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Each his laborious Part muſt have, 
Down from the Monarch to the Slave, 
Act o'er this Farce of Life, then drop beneath the Stage. 
II. 
From our firſt drawing Vital Breath, 
From our firſt ſtarting from the Womb, 
Until we reach the deſtin'd Tomb, 

Ve all are poſting on, to the dark Goal of Death, 
Life, like a Cloud that fleets before the Wind, 
No Mark, no kind Impreſſion, leaves behind, 

Tis ſcatter'd like the Winds that blow, 

Boiſt'rous as them, full as inconſtant too, 

That know not whence they come, nor where they go. 
Here we're detain'd a-while, and then | 
Become Originals again: 

Time ſhall a Man to his firſt ſelf reſtore, 

And make him intire nothing, all he was before, 

No Part of us, no Remnant ſhall ſurvive! 

And yet we impudently ſay, we live : 

No! we but ebb into our ſelves again, 

And only come to be, as we had never been, 

442 ML 
$ay, learned Sage, thou that art mighty wiſe! 
Unriddle me theſe Myſteries: 
- What is the Soul, the Vital Heat 
That our mean Frame does animate ? 
What is our Breath, the Breath of Man, - 

That buoys his Nature up, and does even Life ſuſtain ? 

Is it not Air, an empty Fume, 
A Fire that does itſelf conſume ? 

A Warmth that in a Heart is bred, 

A lambent Flame with Heat and Motion fed, 

Extinguiſh that, the whole is gone, 

This ase bctnn of Life is done : 

Away the Phantom takes its Flight, 
Damn'd to a loathſom Grave, and an Eternal Night, 
The Soul, th' Immortal Part we boaſt, 
In one conſuming Minute's loſt 
To its firſt Source it muſt repair, 
Scatter with Winds, and flow with common Air. 


. Whilſt 


De age 


z 
- 

17 

: * 

\ '$/ " 
I 
A 
1 
© 


1 
83 
12 
5 
by 

5 


86 De THIRD PART of 
Whilſt the fall'n Body, by a ſwift Decay, 


Reſolves into its Native Clay: 
For Duſt and Aſhes are its ſecond Birth, 


Nor ſhall our Names, or Memories ſurvive, 
Alas, no part of Man can live! 
The empty Blaſts of Fame ſhall die, 
And even thoſe Nothings taſte Mortality, 
In vain, to future Ages, we tranſmit 
Heroick Acts, and Monuments of Wit: 
In yain, we dear-bought Honours leave, 
To make our Aſhes gay, and furniſh out a Grave, 
Ah treacherous Immortality ! 
For thee, our ſtock of Youth we waſte, 
And urge on Life, that ebbs too faſt; - 
To purchaſe thee with Blood, the Valiant fly, 


Laviſh of Life, they ſquander this Eſtate, 

And for a poor Reverſion wait: 
Bankrupts and Miſers to themſelves they grow, 
Imbitter wretched Life, with Toils and Woe, 


The preſent Day intirely is our own, 
Then ſeize the Bleſſing ere 'tis gone: 
To- morrow, fatal Sound! ſince this may be our laſt, 
Why do we hoaſt of Years, and ſum up Days! 
'Tis all imaginary Space : 
To-day, To-day is our Inheritance, 
'Tis all penurious Fate will give, 
Poſterity'll to-morrow live, 


With Garlands then your Temples Crown, 
And lye on Beds of Roſes down: 

Beds of Roſes we'll prepare, 

Roſes that our Emblems are. 
Awhile n two on the Bough, 


And drink 


And that incorporates too, with its great Parent Earth, 


And to ſurvive in Fame, the Great and Glorious die. 


To hoard up endleſs Fame, they know not where ot 
| how, 


V. 
Ah think, my Friends, how ſwift the Minutes haſte! 


Our Sons crowd on behind, our Children drive us hence; 


rge Draughts of Heay'nly Dew 5 * 
! 
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Like us, they ſmile, are young, and gay, 
And like us too, are Tenants for a Day, 8 
since with Night's blaſting Breath they vaniſh ſwift 
| 4 [away. 
Bring chearful Wine, and coſtly Sweets prepare: 
*Tis more than Frenzy now to ſpare : 
Let Cares and Bus'neſs wait awhile : 
Old Age affords a thinking Interval ; 
Or if they muſt a longer Fearſng have, 
Bid them attend below, adjourn into the Grave. 
Then gay and ſprightly Wine produce, 
Wines that Wit and Mirth infule : | ; 
That feed, like Oil, th' expiring Flame, Frame. 
Revive our drooping Souls, and prop this tott'ring 
That when the Grave our Bodies has engroſs'd, 
When Virtues ſhall forgotten lie, 
With all their boaſted Piety, 
Honours, and Titles, like our ſelves, be loſt , 
Then our Recorded Vice ſhall flourifn on, 
And our Immortal Riots be for ever known.” 
This this is what we ought to do, 
The great Deſign, the grand Affair below! 
Since bounteous Nature's plac'd our Steward here, 
Then Man his Grandeur ſhould maintain, 
And in exceſs of Pleaſure Reign, 
Keep up his Character, and Lord of all appear, 
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ELEGY : Occaſioned by the Reading 
and Tranſcribing Mr. Edmuni Waller's 


Poem, of Diving Love, ſince. his 
DEATH. | 


By Mr. J. TaL BOT, 
CUEN were the laſt, the ſweeteſt Notes that hung 


Upon our dying Swan's melodious Tongue: 
Notes, whoſe ſtrong Charms the dulleft Ear might move, 
And melt the bardeft Heart in Flames of Love. 
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88 The THIRD PART of 
Notes, whoſe Seraphick Raptures ſpeak a Mind 
From Human Thoughts, a earthly Droſs refin'd , 
So juſt their Harmony, ſo high their Flight, 

With Joy I read them, and with Wonder write, 
Bure, K Saint, this noble Song was giv'n 

To fit Thee for th' approaching Joys of Heav'n: 
Love, wond'rous Love, whoſe Conqueſt was thy Theme, 
Has taught thy Soul the airy way to climb : „ 
Love ſnatch'd Thee, like Elijah, to the Sky, 

In Flames that not conſume, but purifie: 

There with thy Fellow-Angels mix'd, and free 
From the dull Load of dim Mortality, 

Thou feel'ſt new Joys, and feed'ſt thy raviſh'd Sight, 
With unexhauſted Beams of Love and Light: 

And ſure, bleſs'd Spirit, to compleat thy Bliſs, 

In Heay'n thou ſing'ſt this Song, or one like this. 


— —_— 


A new Ballad, call'd, The Brawny 
Biſhop's Complaint, 


To the Tune of Packington's Pound. 


WAY Hen B perceiy'd the beautiful Dames, 
Who flock'd to the Chappel of hilly St. James 
On their Lovers the kindeſt Looks did below 
And ſmil'd not on him while he bellow'd below, 
To the Princeſs he went n 
With pious intent, 
This dangerous 11] in the Church to prevent: 
O Madam ! quoth he, our Religion is loſt, 
If the Ladies thus ogle the Knights of the Toaſt, 
II 


Your Highneſs obſerves how J labour and ſweat, 
Their Affections to raiſe, and new Flames to beget; 
And ſure when J preach, all the World will agree, 
That their Ears and their Eyes ſhould be pointed on me: 
| But 
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But now I can't find 
One Beauty ſo kind, | 
As my Parts to regard, or my Preſence to mind. 
Nay, I ſcarce have a ſight of any one Face, 
But thoſe of old Oxford, and ugly Arglas. 
| III 


Theſe ſorrowful Matrons with Hearts full of Truth, 


Repent for the manifold Sins of their Youth : 
The reſt with their Tattle my Harmony * 
And Burton, An---ſey, K---ſton, and B--- 

Their Minds entertain 

With Thoughts ſo profane, 
Tis a Mercy to find that at Church they contain; 
Ev'n Hen---ham's Shapes their weak Fancies intice, 
And rather than me they will ogle the 4 Vice. 


Theſe Practices, Madam, my Preaching diſgrace ; 
Shall Laymen enjoy the juſt Rights of my Place ? 
Then all may lament my Condition for hard, 
To threſh in the Pulpit without a Reward, 

Then pray condeſcend 

Such Diſorders to end, | 
And from the ripe Vineyards ſuch Labourers ſend : 
Or build up the Seats, that the Beauties may ſee 
The Face of no brawny Pretender but me. 


The Princeſs by rude Importunities reſs'd, 


Tho' ſhe laugh'd at his Reaſons, allow'd his Requeſt : 


And now Britain's Nymphs in a Proteſtant Reign 
Are lock'd up at Pray'rs like the Virgins in Spain; 
And all are undone 
As ſure as a Gun, p 
Whenever a Woman is kept like a Nun. 
If any kind Man from Bondage will fave her, 
The Laſs in Gratitude grants him-the Fayour. 


{ Mr, B---ty Viee- Chamberlain. 
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go The Tuina PART of 
MOSCHWVUS. Ipxr. I. 
Done into Engliſh by Mr. J. R. 


H In a ſhrill Voice thus penſive Venus cry'd. 
He who can News of a ſtray Cupid tell, 
My Run-a-way, ſhall be rewarded well. 

His Fee for the obliging News is this, 

He may come hither,- and demand a Kiſs, 

But if he can the Vagabond reſtore; . 

He ſhall have Kiſſes, and have ſomewhat more. 
Amongſt a Hundred you the Boy may know, 
Large are his Tokens, and his Marks enow. 
Not white his Body, but refembling Flame; 
His Eyes all cruel, and his Heart the ſame : 
Soft are his Words, where he deſigns no Love, 
Nor do his Heart and Tongue together move. 
Sweet is his Voice as Honey when he's pleas'd, 
But when enrag'd, how hard to be appeas'd ! 
He always lies; 'tis a pernicious Boy, 

Fraud 1s his Sport, 5 Tyranny his Joy. 

Bold are his Eyes, divinely curl'd his Hair; 
Small are his Hands, but oh! they kill from far! 
How great, how large is their extenſive Pow'r, 
From which great Plato's ſelf is not ſecure! 
Cloſe are his Thoughts and Soul, his Body bare, 
Swift as a Bird, he ſtrikes an amorous Pair, 
Invades the inmoſt Fortreſs of the Fair, 

Small is his Bow, nor are his Arrows great, 


And yet ev'n theſe have reach'd the Heav'nly Seat. 


A Golden Quiver on his Back he ties, 
Where his Artillery in dreadful Order lyes, 
+All cruel, all. — But oh! the cruel Boy 
Does with his Taper Phebus' ſelf annoy ; 


Torments ev'n me, his Mother, ruins all my Joy. 


Charge him from me, if ſeen, with an Arreſt; 
Let Pity be a Stranger to your Breaſt, 


ER Son not heard of, and by none deſcry'd, 


II 


* 
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If you can ſeize: him, lead the Captive bound, | 1 
Let no Compaſſion for his Tears be found. 9 
Avoid his Killes, and his am'rous Wiles, | | 
There's worſe than Poiſon in his treach'rous Smiles.. 
Nay, ſhould he offer you his Arms, beware, | Tx 
Of Arrows tipt with Fire have a Care. Bux 


n 4 


Againſf ENI OYMENTr. = 
By Mr. YALDEN, | ny 
E Love and Hate, as reſtleſs Monarchs fight, 
Who boldly dare invade another's Right : 
Yet when thro” all the dang'rous Toils they've run, 
Ignobly quit the Conqueſts they have won; 
Thoſe charming Hopes that made them valiant grow, 
Pall'd with Enjoyment, make them Cowards now. 
Our Paſſions only form our Happineſs, 
Hopes ſtill enlarge, as Fears contract it leſs: 
Hope with a gaudy Proſpect feeds the 5 
Sooths ev'ry Senſe, does with each Wiſh comply; 
But falſe Enjoyment the kind Guide deſtroys, 
We loſe the Paſſion in the treach'rous Joys. 
Like the gay Silk-worm, when it pleaſes moſh, 
In that ungrateful Web it ſpun, ttis loſt. 
Fruition only cloys the Appetite, | 
More does the Conqueſt, than the Prize delight : 
One Vi@'ry gain'd, another fills the Mind, 
Our reſtleſs Wiſhes cannot be confin'd, 
Like boiſt'rous Waves, no ſettled Bounds they know, 
Fix at no Point, but always ebb or flow. 
Who moſt expects, enjoys the Pleaſure moſt, 
'Tis rais'd by Wiſhes, by Fruition loſt: 
We're charm'd with diſtant Views of Happineſs, 
But near Approaches make the Proſpe& leſs, 
Wiſhes, like painted Landskips, beſt delight, 
Whilſt Diſtance recommends them to the Sight: 
Plac'd afar off, they beautiful appear, | 
But ſhow their courſe and nauſeous Colours, near. 


Thus 
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Thus the fam'd Midas, when he found his Store 
Increaſing ſtill, and would admit of more, 
With eager Arms his ſwelling Bags he preſs'd; 
And Expectation only made him bleſs'd: 
But when a boundleſs Treaſure he enjoy'd, 
And ev'ry Wiſh was with Fruition cloy'd : | 
Then damn'd to Heaps, and ſurfeited with Ore, 
He curſt that Gold, he doated on before. 


*. 


mn. 


— 


Prologue to the Muſick-meeting in 
125 York-Buildings. 


By Dr. GAKTH. 


V Here Muſick and more pow'rful Beauties reign, 
Who can ſupport the Pleaſure, and the Pain! 
Here their ſoft Magick thoſe two Syrens try, 

And if we liſten, or but look, we die. 

Why ſhould we then the Wondrous Tales admire, 
Of Orpheus Numbers, or Amphion's Lyre ? 

Behold this. Scene of Beauty, and confeſs 

The Wonder greater, and the Fiction leſs, 

Like Human Victims here we are decreed 

To worſhip thoſe bright Altars where we bleed. 
Who braves his Fate in Fields, muſt tremble here; 
Triumphant Love more Vaſſals makes than Fear. 
No Faction Homage to the Fair denies, 

The Right Divine's apparent in their Eyes. 

That Empire's fix'd, that's founded in Deſire; 
Thoſe Fires the Veſtals guard, can ne'er expire. 
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PriaM's Lamentation and Petition to 
ACHILLES, for the Body of his 
Son Hector. | 


Tranflated from the Greek of HOMER, 'Iatad. . 
| By Mr. CONGREVE. 
Beginning at this Line, 


gg dęꝶ ci, α amtBy Tis wares "OAvpoy 
"Epyerds *  — ? 


Argument Introductory to this Tranſlation. 


lector's Body (after he was Slain) remain'd ſtill in the 
Poſſeſſion of Achilles; for which Priam made great 
Lamentation. Jupiter had Pity on him, and ſent Iris 
to comfort and direct him, after what manner he 
ſhould go to Achilles's Tent, and how he ſhould there 
Ranſom the Body of his Son. Priam accordingly 
orders his Chariot to be got ready, and preparing rich 
Preſents for Achilles, ſets forward to the Grecian 
Camp, accompany'd by no Body but his Herald Idæus. 
Mercury, at Jupiter's Command, meets him by the 
way, in the Figure of a young Grecian, and, after 
bemoaning his Misfortunes, undertakes to drive his 
Chariot, unob ſervd, through the Guards, and to the 
Door of Achilles's Tent ; Which having perſorm'd, he 
diſcover'd himſelf a God, and giving him a ſhort In- 
ftruftion, how to move Achilles to Compaſſion, flew 
up to Heaven. 


$9 ſpake the God, and Heay'nward took his Flight : 

When Priam from his Chariot did alight ; 

Leaving Id aus there, alone he went 

ith Solemn Pace, into Arhilles“ Tent, 
| 8 Heedleſs, 


— 
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Heedleſs, he paſs'd through various Rooms of State, 


Until approaching where the .Heroe fate; - 
There at a Feaſt, the good old Priam found 
Jove's beſt-beloy'd with all his Chiefs around: 
Two only were t' attend his Perſon plac'd, 
Automedon and Alcimus; the reſt 

At greater Diſtance, greater State expreſs'd, 

Priam, unſeen by theſe, his Entrance made, 
And at Achilles Feet his Aged Body laid; 

About his Knees, his trembling Arms he threw, 
And claſp'd 'em hard, as they together grew, [| cloſe, 
Then caught his Hands, and prefs'd, and kiſs'd em 
- Thoſe Hands, th' inhuman Authors of his Woes; 
Thoſe Hands, whoſe unrelenting Force had coſt 
Much of his Blood, (for many Sons he loft) 

Now bath'd in Tears, he to his Cheeks did lay, 

As if he meant to waſh their Guilt away. 

But, as a Wretch who has a Murder done, 
And ſeeking Refuge, does from Juftice run; 
Entring ſome Houſe, in hafte, where he's unknown, 
Creates Amazement in the Lookers on: 

So did Achilles gaze, ſurpriz'd to ſee 

The Godlike Priam's Royal Miſery 

All on each other gaz'd, all in ſurprize 
And mute, yet ſeem'd to queſtion with their Eyes. 
Till he at length the folemn Silence broke; 

And thus the venerable Suppliant ſpoke. 

Divine Achilles, at your Feet behold 
A proſtrate King, in Wretchedneſs grown old: 
Think on your Father,. and then look on me, 
His hoary. Age and helpleſs Perſon ſee; 
$o furrow'd are his Cheecks, ſo white his Hairs, 
Such, and ſo many his declining Years; 

Could you imagine {but that-cannot be) 
Could you imagine ſuch his Miſery! . 

Yet it may come, when he ſhall be oppreſs'd, 
And neighb'ring Princes lay his Country waſte; 
- Nay, at this time perhaps fome pow'rful Foe, 
Who will no Mercy, no Compaſſion ſhow, 


Ent'rigg 
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Ent'ring his Palace, ſees him feebly fly, 
And ſeek Protection, where no Help is nigh. 
In vain, he may your fatal Abſence mourn, 
And wiſh in vain for your delay'd Return; 
Yet, that he hears you live, ſome Comfort gives, 
And while he hopes (tho? vainly) he believes: 
It glads his Soul to think, he once may ſee 
His much-loy'd Son; wou'd that were granted me! 
But I, moſt wretched 1! of all bereft! ; 
Of all my Royal Sons, how few are left! 
Yet wr $0 ly Youths | had to boaſt, 
When firſt the Greeks invaded 11op's Coaſt : 
Nineteen, the joyful Iſſue of one teeming Womb, 
Are now, alas! a mournful Tribute to one Tomb; 
Mercileſs War this Deyaſtation wrought, | 
And their ſtrong Nerves to Diſſolution brought. 
Still one was left, in whom was all my Hope, 
My Age's Comfort, and his Country's Prop; 
Hector, my Darling, and my laſt Defence, 
Whoſe Lite alone, their Deaths could recompence : 
And, to compleat my Store of countleſs Woe, 
Him you have ſlain of him bereav'd me too! 
For his ſake only, hither am I come; 
Rich Gifts 1 bring, and Wealth, an endleſs Sum 
All to redeem that fatal Prize you won: 
A worthleſs Ranſom for ſo brave a Son. 
Fear the juſt Gods, Achilles; and on me 
With Pity look, think you your Father ſee; 
Such as I am, he is; alone in this, 
I can no Equal have in Mifſeries | 
Of all Mankind, moſt wretched and forlorn, 
Bow'd with ſuch Weight, as never has been born; 
Reduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
The Spring and Source of all my Sorrows come ; 
With Gifts, to court mine and my Country's Bane, 
And kiſs thoſe Hands, which have my Children ſlain. 
He ſpake,— | 
Now, Sadneſs o'er Achilles“ Face appears, | 
And viewing Priam, for his Father fears; 
That, and Compaſſion melt him into Tears, ws 
| en 
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Then gently with his Hand he put away The N 
Old Priam's Face, but he ſtill pron lay, As be 
And there with Tears, and Sighs, afreſh did moan To Pt 
Th' untimely Death of his beloved Son. Thend 
But Paſſion diffrent ways Achilles turns, Her F 
Now he Patroclus, now his Father mourns : Then 
Thus both with Lamentations fill'd the Place, At wh 
Till Sorrow ſeem'd to wear one common Face, And, 

Hit her 

Behold 


The Lamentations of Hecuba, Andro- M\;" 


mache, and Helen, over the Dead Mm 
Body of Hector. Tranſlated from the MI" 


Greek of Homer. Lud. &. Nor 1 

| WS. Comn 
By Mr. CONGREVE. With « 

| There 

Beginning at this Line. Whict 

His R 
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Connexion of this with the former Tranſlation, - WI 
ere 


Priam, at laſt, moves Achilles to Compaſſion, and after Attem 
having made him Preſents of great Value, obtains the Aloud 
Body of his Son. Mercury awakens Priam early in Rendir 
the Morning, and adviſes *. to haſte away with the Noy 
Body, leſt Agamemnon ſhould be informed of his be- & \ 
ing in the Camp: He himſelf helps to harneſs the * Pr 
Mules and Horſes, and conveys him ſafely, and with gs 
out Noiſe, Chariot and all, from among the Gracian * U 
Tents; then flies up to Heav'n, leaving Priam and rſt le 


Idæus to travel on with the Body toward Troy. ws in 


N OW did the Saffron Morn her Beams diſplay, try 
Gilding the Face of Univerſal Day; * 
When mourning Priam to the Town return'd ; Who v 


Slowly his Chariot moy'd, as that had mourn'd; The 
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The Mules beneath the mangled Body go, 
As bearing (now) unuſual n of Woe. 
To Pergamus' high Top Caſſandra flies, 
Thence, ſhe afar the ſad Proceſſion ſpies z 
Her Father and Idaus firſt appear, 
Then Hector's Corps extended on à Bier, 
At which, her boundleſs Grief loud Cries began, 
And, thus lamenting, thro' the Streets ſhe ran: 
Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all! 
Behold the Godlike Hector's Funeral! 
If &er you. went with Joy, to ſee him come 
Adorn'd with Conqueſt and with Laurels home, 
Aſſemble now, his Ranſom'd Body ſee, 
What once was all your Joy, now all your Miſery! 
She ſpake, and ſtraight the num' rous Crowd obey'd, 
Nor Man, nor Woman, in the City ſtaid; 
Common Conſent of Grief had made 'em one, 
With clam*rous Moan to Scea's Gate they run, 
There the lov'd Body of their Hector meet, 
Which they, with loud and freſh Lamentings, greet, 
His Rev'rend Mother, and his Tender Wite, 
Equal in Love, in Grief had equal Strife : 
In Sorrow they no Moderation knew, 
But wildly wailing, to the Chariot flew 
There ſtrove the rolling Wheels to hold, while each 
Atempted firſt his breathleſs Corps to reach; 
Aloud they beat their Breaſts, and tore their Hair, 
Rending around with Shrieks the ſuff ring Air. 
Now had the Throng of People ſtopt the Way, 
Who would have there lamented all the Day, 
But Priam from his Chariot roſe, and ſpake: 
Trojans enough; Truce with your Sorrows make z 
Give way to me, and yield the Chariot Room 
Firſt let me bear my fe@or's Body home, | 
Ihen mourn your fill, At this the Crowd gave way, 
Op'ning a Paſs, like Waves of a divided Sea. 
Idzus to the Palace drove, then laid, 
Vith Care, the Body on a ſumptuous Bed, 
And round about were skilful Singers plac'd, 
Who wept, and ſigh'd, and in ſad Notes . 0 
eu 
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Their Moan; All in a Chorus did agree 

Of Univerſal, Mournful Harmony. 
Andromache alone no Notes could find, 

No Muſick wild enough for her diſtracted Mind; 

Her Grief, long ſmother'd, now from Silence broke, 


And thus (cloſe preſſing his pale Cheeks) ſhe ſpoke, 


Andromache's Lamentation, 


O my loſt Husband! let me ever mourn 
Thy early Fate, -and too untimely Urn : 
In the full Pride of Youth thy Glories fade, 
And thou in Aſhes muſt with them be laid. 
Why is my Heatt thus miſerably torn! 
Why am I thus diſtreſs'd! why thus forlorn! 
Am I that wretched Thing, a Widow, left: 
Why do I live, who am of Life bereft! 
Yet I were bleſt, were I alone undone ; 
Child? where can an Infant run? 
Unhappy Orphan! thou in Woes art nurſt; 
hy were you born ?—- I am with Bleſſings curſt! 
For long ere thou ſhalt be to Manhood grown, 
Wide Deſolation will lay waſte this Town : 
ho is there now that can Protection give, 
Since He, who was her Strength, no more doth live 
Who of her Rey'rend Matrons will have Care ? 
Who fave her Children from the Rage of War! 
For he to all Father and Husband was, 
And all are Orphans now, and Widows, by his Loſs, 
Soon will the Grerians, now, inſulting come ! 
And bear us Captives to their diſtant Home; 
I, with my Child, muſt the fame Fortune ſhare, 
And all alike, be Pris'ners of the War; 
Mongſt baſe-born Wretches he his Lot muſt have, 
e to ſome inhumane Lord a Slave. 
Elſe ſome avenging Greek, with 
Or for an only Son, or Father | 
By He#or's Hand, on him will vent his Rage, 
And, with his Blood his thirſty Grief aſſwage; 
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For many fell by his relentleſs Hand, | 
Biting that Ground, which with their Blood was ain'd, 
Fierce was thy Father (O my Child) in War, 
And never did his Foe in Battel ſpare ; | | 
Thence come. theſe Suff rings, which fo much have 
Much Woe to all; but ſure, to me the moſt, {coſt, 
I ſaw him not when in the Pangs of Death, 
Nor did my Lips receive his lateſt Breath; 
Why held he not to me his dying Hand? 
And why receiv'd not I his laſt Command? 
Something he wonld have ſaid, had I been there, 
Which I ſhould till in fad Remembrance bear; 
For I could never, never Words forget, | 
Which, Night and Day, I would with Tears repeat. 

She ſpake, and wept-afreſh, when all around, 
A gen'ral Sigh diffus'd a mournful Sound. 

Then Hecuba, who long had been oppreſt 
With boiling Paſſions vi aged Breaſt, 
Mingling her Words with Sighs and Tears, begun 
A Lamentation for her darling Son. | 


Hecuba's Lamentation. 


Hector, my Joy, and to my Soul more dear 
Than all my other num'rous Iflue were; 
0 my laſt Comfort, and my beſt belov'd! 
Thou, at whoſe Fall, ev'n Jove himſelf was moy'd, 
And ſent a God his dread Commands to bear, 
So far thou wert high Heay'n's peculiar Care! 
From fierce Achilles Chains thy Corps was freed; 
50 kind a Fate was for none elſe decreed : 
For all my other Sons, ta'en by his Hands, 
Vere fold like Slaves, and ſhipt to Foreign Lands. 
Thou too wert ſentenc'd by his barb*rous Doom, 
And dragg'd, when dead, about Patreclus* Tomb, 
His lov'd Patroclus, whom thy Hands had laing 
And yet that Cruelty was urg'd in vain, | 
Mace all could not xeſtore his Life again, 


Now 
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Now freſh and glowing, even in Death thou art, 
And fair as he who fell by Phæbus Dart. 

Here weeping Hecuba her Paſſion ſtaid, 
And univerſal Moan again was made; 


When Helen's Lamentation hers ſupply'd, 
And thus, aloud, that fatal Beauty cry'd. 


Helen's Lamentation. 


O Hector, thou wert rooted in my Heart, 

No Brother there had half ſo large a Part: 

Scarce my own Lord, to whom ſuch Love I bore, 
That 1 forſook my Home; ſcarce he had more! 
O would I ne'er had ſeen that fatal Day; 
Would I had periſh'd when 1 came away. 

Now, twenty Years are paſt, ſince that ſad Hour, 
When firſt J landed on this ruin'd Shoar, 
For Ruin (ſure) and I, together came! 

Yet all this time from thee I ne'er had Blame, 
Not one ungentte Word, or Look of Scorn, 
Which 1 too often have from others born; 

When you from their Reproach have ſet me free, 
And kindly have ive their Cruelty ; 

If by my Siſters, or the Queen revil'd, 

(For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
Your Kindneſs ſtill has all my Grief beguil'd. 
Ever in Tears let me your Loſs bemoan, 

Who had no Friend alive, but you alone: 

All will reproach me now, where-e'er I paſs, 
And fly with Horror from my hated Face, 

This ſaid; . ſhe wept, and the vaſt Throng was moy'd, 
And with a gen'ral Sigh her Grief approv'd, 
When Priam (who had heard the mourning Crow!) 
Roſe from his Seat, and thus he ſpake aloud, 

Ceaſe your Lamentings, Trojans, for a-while, 

And fell down Trees to build a Fun' ral Pile , 
Fear not an Ambuſh by the Græcians laid, 
For with Achilles Twelve Days Truce 1 made. 
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He ſpake, and all obey'd as with one Mind, 


forth from the City all the People went, 

And Nine Days Space was in that Labour ſpent: 
The Tenth, a moſt ſtupendous Pile the * 

And on the Top the Manly Hector laid, | 

Then gave it Fire; while all, with weeping Eyes, 
Beheld the rolling Flames and Smoak ariſe, 

All Night they wept, and all the Night it burn'd: 
But when the Roſie Morn with Day return'd, 

About the Pile the thronging People came, 

And with black Wine 1 the remaining Flame. 
His Brothers then and Friends ſearch'd ev'ry where, 
And gath'ring up his ſnowy Bones with Care, 

Wept o'er em; when an Urn of Gold was brought, 
Wrapt in ſoft Purple Palls, and richly wrought, 

In which the ſacred Aſhes were interr'd ; 

Then o'er his Grave a Monument they rear'd. 

Mean time, ſtrong Guards were plac'd, and careful Spies, 
To watch the Grecians, and prevent Surprize. 

The Work once ended, all the yaſt Relort 

Of mourning People went to Priam's Court; 

There they refreſh'd their weary Limbs with Reſt, 
nding the Fun'ral with a ſolemn Feaſt. 


O Daz. N. LTA I. 


By Mr. Co N GR EVE. 
Mater ſæva Cupidinum, &c. 


1 
HE Tyrant Queen of ſoft Deſires, . _ 
With the reſiſtleſs Aid of ſprightly Wine 
And wanton Eaſe, conſpires 

To make my Heart its Peace reſign, | *1; 

8d re- admit Loye's long rejected Fires, 


Chariots were brought, and Mules and Oxen join'd; 
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For beauteous Glycera I burn, 


The Flames ſo long repell'd with double Force return, 
Endleſs her Charms appear, and ſhine more bright 


Than poliſh*'d Marble when refleQing Light; * 
With winning Coyneſs ſhe my Soul diſarms, And tt 
And when her Looks are coldeſt, moſt ſhe warms; lion 
Her Face darts forth a thouſand Rays, Tw 
Whoſe Luſtre an unwary Sight betrays, One 8 
My Eye-balls ſwim, and - grow giddy while I gaze, 
| 1. | i 
She comes! ſhe comes! ſhe ruſhes in my Veins! as 
At once all Venus enters, and at — e reigns! Th 
Cyprus no more with her Abode is bleſt, Tha 
I am her'Palace, and her Throne my Breaſt. he R 
Of Savage Scythian Arms no more I write, Muſi 
Or Parthian Archers, who in flying fight, With 1 
And make rough War their Sport; And 
Such idle Themes no more ſhall move, "Ria 
Nor any thing but what's of high Import : * 
And what's of high Import, but Love? in v 
Vervain and Gums, and the green Turf prepare; And 
With Wine of Two Years old, your Cups be fill'l: NPouadi 
After our Sacrifice and Pray'r, | x 
The Goddeſs may incline her Heart to yield. 1 
2 ³˙¹1m ̃ —rLrdL — rn — rom t 
N. 
HORACE, Lib. Il. Ode xN. 
Imitated by Mr. Cox GRE VE. 5 
Eheu Fugaces, Poſthume, Poſthume, ſl 0 
Labuntur Anni, &c. ; Th 
A no, 'tis all in vain, believe me 'tis, Leay 
This pious Artifice, And 
Not all theſe Pray'rs and Alms can buy 0 mo 
One Moment tow'rd Eternity. All n 
Eternity! that boundleſs Race, hy Hi 
Which Time himſelf can never run: 
(Swift, as he flies, with an unweary'd Pace, ) oom 


Which 
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Ewhich, when Ten Thouſand, Thouſand Years are done, 
15 ſtill the ſame, and ſtill to be begun. 2 
Fix'd are thoſe Limits, which preſcribe _ 
A ſhort Extent to. the moſt laſting Breath ; 
And though thou cou'dſt for Sacrifice lay down 
Millions of other Lives to ſave thy own, 
'Twere fruitleſs all: not all would bribe 
One Supernumerary Gaſ} 7 ou Death. 


In vain's thy inexhauſted Store 
Of Weglth, in vain thy Pow'r, 
Thy Honours, Titles; all muſt fail, 
Where Piety it ſelf does nought avail. 
he Rich; the Great, the Innocent and Juſt, 
Muſt all be huddl'd to the Grave, 
With the moſt Vile and Ignominious Slave, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd lye in Duſt. 
In vain the Fearful flies Alarms, 
In vain he is ſecure from Wounds of Arms, 
In vain avoids the faithleſs Seas, 
And is confin'd to Home and Eaſe, i 
Pounding his Knowledge, to extend his Days, 
In vain are all thoſe Arts we try, 
All our Evaſions, and Regret to die: 
rom the Contagion of Mortality, 
No Clime is pure, no Air is free: 
And no Retreat | | 
s ſo Obſcure, as to be hid from Fate, 
AR 
Thou muſt, alas! thou muſt, my Friend: 
(The very Hour thou now doſt ſpend 
1 ſtudying to avoid, brings on thine End,) 
Thou muſt forego the deareſt Joys of Life; 
Leave the warm Boſom of thy tender Wife, 
And all the much-lov'd Off- ſpring of her Womb, 
0 moulder in the cold Einbraces of a Tomb. 

All muſt be left, and all be loſt; | 
hy Houſe, whoſe ſtately. Structure ſo much coſt, 
Shall not afford _ | | 

loom for the ſtinking Carkaſs of its Lord, 
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Of all thy pleaſant Gardens, Grots and Bow'rs, A 
Thy coſtly Fruits, thy far-fetch'd Plants and Flow'rs, Fal 
Nought ſhalt thou ſave; | Be 
Unleſs a Sprig of Roſemary thou have, As 
To wither with thee in the Grave : | 
The reſt ſhall live and flouriſh, to upbraid The 
Their Tranſitory Maſter Dead. In 
IV. | As if 
Then ſhall thy long- expecting Heir W. 
A Joyful Mourning wear: Trem 
And Riot in the Waſte of that Eſtate Lik 
Which thou haſt taken ſo much Pains to get, Benea 
All thy hid Stores he ſhall unfold, OA: 
And ſet at large thy Captiv'd Gold. Diffut 
That precious Wine, condemn'd by thee | Like 
To Vaults and Priſons, ſhall again be free: And « 
Bury'd alive tho* now it lyes, Wirts Let's 
Again't ſhall riſe, Let c| 
Again its ſparkling, Surface now, Fill 
And free as Element, profuſely flow. Let 
With ſuch choice Food he ſhall fet forth his Feaſts 
That Cardinals ſhall wiſh to be his Gueſts; To 
And pamper'd Prelates ſee  - Wine 
Themſelves out-done in Luxury. ns 
| | at 
— Whiel 
| | Let th 
An ODE, in Imitation of HORACE, N 
| The 
ODE IX. LIEB. I. Theſe 
By Mr. ConNGREVE. Wit 
Vides ut alta, &c. Seek 
| 8 That 
LESS me, 'tis cold! how chill the Air, The 
How naked does the World appear! I. 
But ſee (big with the Off-ſpring of the North) 5 ry 
O All | 


The teeming Clouds bring forth, | 
895 3 > A Show! Vor 


[ 
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A Show'r of ſoft and fleecy Rain | 
Falls, to new-cloath the Earth again. 
Behold the Mountain-Tops, around, 
As if with Fur of Ermins crown'd : . 
And lo! how by Degrees 
The univerſal Mantle hides the Trees, 
In hoary Flakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the Autumn of the Sky, 
Whoſe Fall of Leaf would theirs: ſupply : 
Trembling, the Groves ſuſtain the Weight, and bow 
Like aged Limbs, which feebly go 
Beneath a venerable Head of Snow. 
II. — 
Diffuſive Cold does the whole, Earth invade, 
Like a Diſeaſe, thro? all its Veins tis ſpread, 
And each late living Stream is numb'd and dead. 
Let's melt the frozen Hours, make warm the Air; 
Let chearful Fires Sol's feeble Beams repair; 
Fill the large Bowl with ſparkling Wine; 
Let's drink, 'till our own Faces ſhine, 
'Till we like. Suns appear,, 
To light and warm the Hemiſphere. . | 
Wine can diſpenſe to all both Light and Heat, 
They are, with Wine incorporate : e $alp 
That pow'rful Juice, with which no Cold dares mix, 
Which ſtill is fluid, and no Froſt can fix; 
Let that but in Abundance flow, 6 
And let it Storm and Thunder, Hail and Snow 
'Tis Heaven's Concern; and let it be | 
The Care of Heaven ſtill, for me: 2 
Theſe Winds, which rend the Oaks and plough the Seas, 
Great Jove can, if pleaſe, 
With one commanding Nod appeaſe. 
4, 
Seek not to know to-morrow's Doom; 
That is not ours, which is to come, 
The preſent Moment's all our Store: 
The next, ſhould Heav'n allow, 
Then this will be no more: 
do all our Life is but one Inſtant Neu. 


Vor, III. G ; Look 
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Look on each Day yeu've paſt 
To be a mighty Treaſure wonn 
And lay each Moment out in hate; N 5. 
We're ſure to live too faſt, 155 
And cannot live too ſoon. 1 
Youth does a thouſand Pleaſures bring, 
W hich from decrgpid Age will fly; 
Sweets that wanton I th' Bofom of the Spring, 
In Winter's cold Embraces die. 
hel IS 
Now Love, tes everlaſting Boy, invites 
To revel, while you may, in ſ- ights: 
Now the kind Nymph yields all her C ms, 
Nor yields in vain to youthful Arms. 
Slowly 8 promiſes at Night to meet, 
But eager revehts the Hour with fwifter Feet, 
To . e and obſcure Shades ſhe flies, 
There vails the bright Confeſſion of her — 
Unwillingly ſhe ſtays, 
Would more unwillingly depart, ' 
And in ſoft Sighs conyeys 
The W biſpers of: her Heart. 
Still ſhe myſtes and ſtill denies 
And vows, ſhe'll leave you if y'are rude ; 
Then front her Rayifher'ſh* flies, 
But flies to be purſu'd : 
If from his Sight ſhe does her felf convey, ' 


With a feign'd Laugh ſhe will her ſelf betray,” 


And n inſtruct n in the 93 ay. 


e —_ 
t \ alto Month G [ 
i” Sd 7 1. 


(0 


Fre 


— 


MiscELLAnY Pokus. 107 


7 Sir GoderREY KNELULFR drawing 


my Lady HiDe's Picture. 
By Mr. B. H16GoNs. 


T HE Cyprian Queen drawn by Apelles Hand, 
Of perfect Beauty did the Pattern ftand, 

But then bright Nymphs from ey'ry Part of Greece 
Did all contribute to adorn the Piece, ; 
From each a ſev'ral Charm the Painter took, 
(For no one Mortal ſo divine could look.) 

But, happier Kneller, Fate preſents to you 

In one that finiſh'd Beauty, which he drew. 

But oh, take heed, for yaſt is the Deſign, 

And Madneſs *twere for any Hand but thine. 

For mocking Thunder bold Salmoneus dies, 

And 'tis as raſh to imitate her Eyes. 


"I a _ — 


Fa I 


m — — 


SON G on a LADY Indiſpos d. | 


— By Mr. B. Hi6GoNs, 


E Eyes, like Fires ſuppreſs'd, 
More fiercely flame again, | 
Nor can her Beauty be decreas'd, 
Nor alter'd by her Pain. 


Thoſe variqus Charms which round her play, 
And do her Face adorn, | | 

Still as they ripen, fall away, 
Freſh Beauties till are born, 


So doth it with the Lovers fare, 
Who do the Dame adore, | 
One Fit of Loye kill'd by Deſpair, 
Another rages more ; 
; G 2 
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| But 
Fl Toa LADY, who Rafting for the King of 75 
. . | . Ani 
1 FRANCE's Picture, flung the higheſt Thi 
ö Chances on the Dice. Ant 
But 
1 | We 

y Mr. B. HIGGONs. 
Ortune exerts her utmoſt Pow'r for you, rg 
Nor could ſhe more for her own Louis do; 0² 


She thought ſome mighty Kingdom was the Stake, 
And did this Throw for the great Monarch make. 
But as all Princes at far Diſtance wooe, 

Firſt ſend their Image where their Heart is due: 
So now, thrice happy Nymph, would you reſort, 
Where Fate invites you, to the Gallic Court: 
That lucky Genius which the Picture gave, 

Would make the great Original your Slave: 

He, like the Piece, can only be your Prize, 

Who never yields, but to the brighteſt Eyes. 


* 


3 Our 

On my Lady SAnDwicn's being flaid in ro. 

Town by the immoderate Rain. = 

| | | Muſt 

By Mr, B. H1G6GoNs. _ 

* | | | r 1 

H E charming Sandwich would from Cities fly, Whi 

While at her Feet adoring Princes lye; And 

And all her nobler Conqueſts would forego, Heſs 

Leſs glorious Slaves and Peaſants to ſubdue : Till 

Thus Conqu' ring Monarchs who have Kingdoms won, The 

And all their * States with Arms o'er- run; For 

For want of Work, their Armies to employ, The 

| Remote and Salyage Proyinces deſtroy : Shall 
TY But 


/ 
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But Heav'n in Pity weeps, while we complain, 

Or elſe, our Tears exhal'd, drop down in Rain. 
The darken'd Sun does ſcarce thro* Clouds appear, 
And Ton rage to 15. our Wiſhes here. 

The Floods free Paſlage to her Scorn deny, 

And Nature diſobeys - Cruelty. 

But could the Waves riſe equal to our Flame, 

We'd drown the World, to ſtop the flying Dame. 


— _—_— —_ 


Ovid's Love-Elegies. Book I. Eleg. XV. 
Of the Immortality of the Muſes. | 
Inſcrib'd to Mr. DRYDEN. 


By HENRY CROMWEL IL,» £/q; 


15 H well-known Malice, fretful Envy, ceaſe, 

Nor tax the Muſe and me | 

With a weak Genius, and inglorious Eaſe; 

What — 1 ſhould then, whilſt Youth does Vigour yield, 

Purſue the duſty Glories of the Field : | 

Our Fathers“ Praiſe! or bend my. utmoſt Care 

To the dull Noiſe of the litigious Bar ; | 

No! theſe muſt diez — but the moſt noble Prize, 

That which alone can Man immortalize, 5 

Muſt from the Muſes Harmony ariſe: 

Homer ſhall live, whilſt Tenedos ſhall ſtand, 

Or Ida's Top ſurvey the neighb'ring Strand, 

Whilſt Si mois“ Streams along the Vallies glide, 

And in the Sea diſcharge their rapid Tide : — 

Heſiod ſhall live, *till Corn is not in uſe, | 

'Till the plump Grape denies its wealthy Juice : — - 

The World Callimachus ſhall ever prize, 

For what his Fancy wants, his Art ſupplies : — 

The Tragedies of mighty Sophocles 

Shall in no Age their juſt Applauſes miſs ; — 
ON G 3 = So 
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So well Aratus of the Planets wrote, | 
That Sun and Moon muſt fail when he's forgot 

When crafty Davus a hard Father cheats U 
To ſerve the Son, — when eaſie Cully treats 
The jilting Whore and Bawd, the Figures fhew, 

The Comick from Menander's Model drew; —— 
Ennius, Whoſe Muſe by Nature was deſign'd 
Compleat, had Art with bounteous Nature join'd ; 
And Tragick Accius, of Style ſublime, | 
And weighty Words, ſhall ſtand the ſhock of Time:. 
Whilſt Jaſon's Golden Fleece fhall have a Name, 
Who ſhall a Stranger be to Varro's Fame? 
Lucretius Nature's Cauſes did rehearſe 

In ſuch a lofty and commanding Verſe, 

As ſhall remain till that one fatal Day, 
Which muſt the World it ſelf in Ruins lay; — 
Virgil, thy Works Divine fhall Patterns ſtand 

For each 3 e's copying Hand, 

Whilſt * ſhall all its conquer'd World com- 

mand: — 

Whilſt Cupid ſhall be arm'd with Bow and Dart, 
And flaming Shafts ſhall pierce the Lover's Heart; 
Shall we, O ſweet Tibullus, love each Line 

That comes from that ſoft moving Pen of thine ; -— 
Both Eaſt and Weſt reſound with Gallus Fame, 
Gallus and his Lycoris are their Theme: 

Statues and Tombs with Age conſume and die; 
Tis Verſe alone has OA | 

To Verſe muſt yield the greateſt Acts of Kings; 2 


| Riches and Empire are but empty things, 
Without the laſting Fame a Poet brings : 

Let vulgar Spirits trivial Bleſſings chuſe; 
May thy Caſtalian Spring inſpire my Muſe, 
O God of Wit! and Myrtles wreath my Hair ; 
Then the too fearful Lover may repair | 
To what I write, to free his Breaſt from Care: 
As living Worth Detraction till attends, 
Which after Death a juſter Fame defends, 

So I ſhall my laſt Fun'ral Flame ſuryiye, 

And in my better Part for eyer liye. 


Conſe 


— 


— 
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can ſclerations on the Eigbey Eighth 


PS ATN. | 


By Mr, PRIOR, 


| 


HE O Lord, on me thy Judgments lie, 
And curs'd J am; for God neglets my Cry, 
O Lord, in Darkneſs and Deſpair I groan; 
And ev'ry Place is Hell; for God is gone. 
O Lord, ariſe, and let thy Beams controul | 
Thoſe horrid Clouds, that preſs my frighted Soul 
O riſe and fave me from Eternal Night, 

Thou that art the God of Light. 


Downward 1 haſten. to my deſtin'd Place; 
There none obtain thy Aid, none ſing thy Praiſe. 
Soon I ſhall lie in Death's deep Ocean drown'd: 
Is Mercy there? is ſweet Forgiveneſs, found ? 
O fave me yet, whilfl on the Brink I ſtand; 
Rebuke the Storm, and ſet me ſafe to Land. 
O make my Longings and thy Mercy ſure, 
Thou that art the God of Power. 


Behold the weary'd Prodigal is come 


2 


To Thee, his Hope, his Harbour, and his Home: | 


No Father he could find, no. Friend. abroad; 

9 of Joy, and deſtitute of God. | 

O let thy Terrors and his Anguiſh end! 

Be thou his Father, and be thou his Friend: 

Receive the Son thou didſt fo long reprove, 
Thou that art the God of Love. 


e 
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The Curſe of BARE VYLON, Para. An 
 fhras'd from the Thirteenth Chapter 


0 . 
f ISAIAH 3 — NY 
A PINDARICK ODE. ; 
By THO, YALDEN. ( 
en £ For 
No let the fatal Banner be — ur heh 1 
YN Upon ſome lofty Mountain's Top 
Go ſet the dreadful Standard up ! | 1 
And all around the Hills the ea, Signals ſpread. 
For lo, the num'rous Hoſts of Heav'n appear! U 
Th' imbattl'd Legions of the Sky, 0 
With all their dread Artillery, 
Draw forth in bright Array, and muſter in the Air. The 
Why do the Mountains tremble with the Noiſe! A 
And Valleys eccho back their Voice : 
The Hills tumultuous grow and loud, T 


The Hills that groan beneath the gath'ring Multitude. Wh 
Wide as the Poles of Heav'n's Extent, 


So far's the dreadful Summons ſents T 
Kingdoms, and Nations, at his Call appear, | 
For ev'n the Lord of Hoſts commands in Perſon there. A 
Len. f 5 * II. £ Fi 
Start from thy Lethargy, thou drowſie Land, Si 
Awake, and hear his dread Command! © 
Thy black tempeſtuous Day comes low'ring on, T 
O fatal Light! O inauſpicious Hour! The 


Was ever ſuch a Day before! N 
So ſtain'd with Blood, by Marks of Vengeance knoyn, 
Nature ſhall from her ſteady Courſe remove, 
The well-fix'd Earth be from its Baſis rent, For 
Convulſions ſhake the Firmament, T 
Horror ſeize all below, Confuſion reign above. 
The Stars of Heav'n ſhall ſicken at the ſight, 
Nox ſhall the Planets yield their Light: 


But 
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But from the wretched Object fly, 
And like extinguiſh'd Tapers quit the darken'd Sky. 
The riſing Sun, as he was conſcious too, 
As he the fatal Bus'neſs knew, 
A deep, a bloody Red ſhall ſtain, 2 
And at his early Dawn ſhall ſet in Night again. 
1 
To the deſtroying Sword I've ſaid, Go forth, 
Gofully execute my Wrath! \ 
Command my Hoſts, my willing Armies lead, 
For this Rebellious Land and all therein ſhall bleed. 
They ſhall not grieve me more, no more tranſgreſs, 
I will conſume the ſtubborn Race: Kg 
Yet Brutes and Salyages I juſtly ſpare, 
Uſeleſs is all my Vengeance there, 
Ungrateful Man's the greater Monſter far. 
On guilteſs Beaſts I will the Land beſtow, 
To them th' Inheritance ſhall go. 
Thoſe elder Brothers now ſhall Lord it here below. 
And if ſome poor Remains eſcape behind, 
Some Relicts left of loſt Mankind: 
Th' aſtoniſn'd Herds ſhall in their Cities cry, 
When they behold a Man, Lo there's a Prodigy ! 
IV. 
The Medes I call to my Aſſiſtance here, 
A People that delight in War : 
A gen'rous Race of Men, a Nation free 
From vitious Eaſe and Perſian Luxury. 
Silver is deſpicable in their Eyes, 
Contemn'd the uſeleſs Metal lies: 
Their conqu'ring Iron they prefer before 
The fineſt Gold, ev'n Ophir's tempting Ore. 
By theſe the Land ſhall be ſubdu'd, 
Abroad their Bows ſhall overcome, 
Their Swords and Flames deſtroy at Home. 
For neither Sex nor Age ſhall be exempt from Blood. 
The Nobles, and the Princes of thy State, 
Shall on the Victor's Triumphs wait: 
And thoſe that from the Battel fled, 
Shall be, with Chains e in cruel Bond 
5 
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I'll viſit their Diſtreſs with Plagues and Miſeries, 
The Throws that Women's Labours wait, 
Convulſive Pangs, and bloody Sweat. 

Their Beauty ſhall conſume, and vital Spirits ſeize. 
The raviſh'd Virgins ſhall be born away, 

And their diſhonour'd Wives be led 
To the inſulting Victor's Bed, 
To brutal Luſts expos'd, to Fury left a Prey. 
Nor ſhall the teeming Womb afford 
Its forming Births a Refuge from the Sword : 

; The Sword, that ſhall their Pangs increafe, 

And all the Throws of Travail curſe with Barrenneſs, 
The Infants ſhall expire with their firſt Breath, 

And only live in Pangs of Death : 
Live but with early Cries to curſe the Light, 

And, at the Dawn of Life, ſet in Eternal Night, 

VI. 
Ev'n Babylon, adorn'd with ev'ry Grace, 
The Beauty of the Univerſe : 
Glory of Nations! the Chaldeans Pride, 

And Joy of all th' admiring World beſide : 
Thou Babylon] before whoſe Throne 
The Empires of the Earth fall down : 

The proſtrate Nations Homage pay, 

And Vaſlal Princes of the World obey : 
Shalt in the Duft be trampl'd low: 

Abject and low upon the Earth be laid, 

And deep in Ruins hide thy ignominious Head. 

Thy ſtrong amazing Walls, whoſe impious Height 
The Clouds conceal from human Sight ; 

That proudly now their polifh*d Turrets rear, 
Which bright as neighb'ring Stars appear, 

Diffuſing Glories round th” inlighten'd Air; 

In Flames fhall downwards to their Center fly, 

And deep within the Earth, as their Foundations, lie. 

VII. 
Thy beauteous Palaces (tho* now thy Pride!) 
Shall be in Heaps of Aſhes hid: 


Es 1 
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In vaſt ſurprizing Heaps ſhall lie, | 
And even their Ruins bear the Pomp of Majeſty, 
| No bold Inhabitant ſhall' dare, 1 
Thy ras'd Foundations to repair: 
No pitying Hand exalt thy abje@ State; 
No! to ſucceeding Times thou muſt remain, 
An horrid exemplary Scene, 
And lye from Age to Age, ruin'd and deſolate. 
Thy Fall's decreed (amazing turn of Fate !) 
Low as Gomorrah's wretched State: 
Thou Babylon ſhalt be like Sodem curſt, 
Deſtroy'd by Flames from Heav'n, and thy more burn- 


VIII. Ling Luſt, 
The Day's at Hand, when in thy fruitful Self 
No Labourer ſhall reap, no Mower toil: 
His Tent the wand'ring Arab ſhall not ſpread, 
Nor make thy curſed Ground his Bed; 
Tho' faint with Travel, tho' 3 with Thirſt, 
He to his drooping Herds ſhall cry aloud, | 
Taſte not of that imbitter'd Flood, [cuvſt, 
Taſte not Exphrates' Streams, they're pois'nous all and 
The Shepherd to his wand'ring Flocks ſhall fay, 
When o'er thy Battlements they firay, 
When in thy Palaces they graze, 
Ah fly, unhappy Flocks! fly this infectious Place. 
Whilſt the fad Fraveller that paſſes on, 
Shall ask, Lo where is Babylon! : 
And when he has thy ſmall Remainder found, 
Shall ſay, I'll ly from hence, 'tis ſure accurſed Ground, 
IX. 
Then ſhall the Savages and Beaſts of Prey, 
From their deſerted Mountains haſte away; 
Every obfcene and vulgar Beaſt, 
Shall be to Babylon a Gueſt: 
Her Marble Roofs, and ev'ry Cedar Room, 
Shall Dens, and Caves of State, to nobler Brutes, become. 
Thy Courts of Juſtice, and Tribunals too, 
(O Irony to call them fo!) | | 
There, where the Tyrant and Oppreſſor bore 
The Spoils of Innocence and Blood before; 6 
7 There 
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1 There ſhall the Wolf and Savage Tyger meet, 1 
And griping Vulture ſhall appear in State, [great. Th 

11 There Birds of Prey ſhall rule, and rav'nous Beaſts be 

Thoſe uncorrupted ſhall remain, 

8 ' Thoſe ſhall alone their Genuine Uſe retain,” 

There Violence ſhall thrive, Rapine and Fraud ſhalt 

| X. [Reign, 

| Then ſhall the melancholy Satyrs groan, 5 

4 O'er their lamented Babylon; 

A a And Ghoſts that glide with Horror by, 

= To view where their unbury'd Bodies lie ; 

1 With doleful Cries ſhall An the Air, 

1 And with Amazement ſtrike th' affrighted Traveller, 

5 There the obſcener Birds of ight, 


1 Birds that in gloomy Shades delight, N 
WH Shall Solitude enjo ew undiſturb'd by Light. Fett! 
| All the ill Omens of the Air, | 
| | Shall ſcream their loud Preſages there. H 
| ut let them all their dire Predictions tell, L 
* Secure in Ills, and fortify'd with Woe, by 
ol - Heav'n ſhall in vain its future Vengeance ſhow : Bi 


For thou art happily inſenſible, 
Beneath the reach of Mis'ries fell, 
Thou needſt no Deſolation dread, no greater Curſes fear, 
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Out of HORACE, Lib. Il. Ode Ill. 


Aaquam Memento 


By an Eminent Hand. Th 
| 5 | Sih 
E calm, my Delius, and ſerene, | Th 


However Fortune change the Scene! 
In thy moſt dejected State, 
Sink not underneath the Weight ; And | 
Nor yet, when happy Days begin, 
> » And the full Tide comes rolling 1n, 
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Let a fierce unruly Joy 
The ſettled Quiet of thy Mind deſtroy: 


However Fortune change the Scene, 
Be calm, my Delius, and ſerene! 
II 


Be thy Lot good, or be it ill, 
Life ebbs out at the ſame rate ſtill: 
Whether with buſie Cares oppreſt, 
You wear the ſullen Time away; 
Or whether to ſweet Eaſe and Reſt 
You ſometimes give a Day; 
Careleſly laid, 
Underneath a. friendly Shade, 
By Pines and Poplars mixt Embraces made; 
Near a River's ſliding Stream, 
Fetter'd in Sleep, bleſs'd with a Golden Dream. 
ns MILE 
Here, here, in this much enyy'd State, _ 
Let ev'ry Bleſſing on thee wait; 
_ Bid the Syrian Nard be brought, 
Bid the hidden Wine be ſought, 
And let the Roſes ſhort-liv'd Flow'r, 
The ſmiling Daughter of an Hour, 
Flouriſh on thy Brow : | 
Enjoy the very, very Now! , 
While the good Hand of Life is in, 
While yet the fatal Siſters Spin, 
IV. 
A little hence, my Friend, and Thou 
Muſt into other Hands reſign 
Thy Gardens and thy Parks, and all that now 
Bears the pleaſing Name of Thine ! 
Thy Meadows, by whole planted Tides, 
Silver Tyber gently glides ! 
Thy pleaſant Houſes; all muſt go, 
The Gold that's hoarded ih 'em too: 
A jolly Heir ſhall ſet it free, 
And give th' impriſqn'd Monarchs Liberty. 


4.” 


V. Nor 
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Nor matters it, what Figure here, _ 
Thou doſt among thy; Fellow-Mortals bear; 
How thou wert born, or how begot ; 
Impartial Death matters it not: 
With what Titles thou doſt ſhine, 
Or who was Firſt of all thy Line: 
Life's vain Amuſements! amidſt which we dwell, 


Nor weigh'd, nor underſtood, by the grim God of Hell. 
* ot VI 0 leer 


In the ſame Road (alas!) all travel on! 

By all alike, the ſame ſad Journey muſt be gone! 
Our blended Lots together lye, J 
Mingled in one common Urn: 
Sooner or later out they fly: 


g 


The fatal Boat then wafts us to the Shore, 


Whence we never ſhall return, 
Never !—— never more! 


—_— 


The GR O E. 


E E how Damon's Age appears, 

This Grove declares his fading Tears; 
For this he planted once, and eat 
The Maiden Fruits of what he ſet. 


| lara; it was then, like him; but now, 


Sapleſs, and old, is ev*ry Bough. 


Thus, my Lesbia, will it be, 


In Time to come, with Thee, and Me. 
Come then, in Love, and youthful Play, 
Let's paſs the ſmiling Hours away, 
Before this tender am'rous Mark 

Grow wide upon its fading Bark; 

And ſhow, like Damon's Grove, that we 


Are Old, and Gray, as well as he. 


8 Lov 
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Love but One. 


L | 

EE theſe two little Brooks that ſlowly creep, 

In ſnaky Writhings through the Plains, 
knew them once one River (wift and deep, 

Bleſſing and bleſt by Poets Strains. 

| II. 6 1 

Then touch'd with Awe, we thought ſome God did pour 

Thoſe Floods out of his facred Jarr; | 
Transforming ev'ry Weed into a Flow'r, 

And ey'ry Flow'r into a Star, 

III. 

But ſince it broke it ſelf, and double glides, 

The naked Banks no Dreſs have worn; 
And yon dry barren Mountain now derides 

Theſe Vallies, which loſt Glories mourn, 

IV. 

Such, Chloris, is thy Love: which, while it ran 

Confin'd within a ſingle Stream, 
Fir'd every tunefu} Son of mighty Pan: 

And thou wert mine, and all Mens Theam. 


But when imparted to one Loyer more, 
It in two Streams did faintly creep; 
The Shepherds common Muſe grew low and poor, 
And mine, as lean as theſe my Sheep. 
VI. 
Alas! that Honour, Chloris, thou haſt loſt, 
Which we to thy full Flood did pay! 
While now, that Swain, that ſwears he loves thee moſt, 
Slakes but his Thirft, and goes away! | 


928856 
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To the Author of SaRDANAPALUS; 


8 33 In th 
upon that, and his other Writings. Wi Tho! 
This 
HO“ Teaching thy peculiar Buſineſs be, Witt 
Learn this one Leſſon, Schoolmaſter, of me; With 
Where good Senſe fails, the beſt Deſcription's vile, Vit! 
And a rough Verſe the nobleſt Thoughts will ſpoil. The 
Think it not Genius, to know how to ſcan, Of e 
Nor great, to ſhow a Moniter for a Man. Like 
Wound not the Ear with ill-run'd Proſe in Rhime: But 
Nor miſtake furious Fuſtian for Sublime: Wh 
Believe this Truth, and thy vain Tumbling quit: Whe 
What is not Reaſon, never can be Wit. Obli 
From the Boy's Hand, take Horace into thine, By 1 
And thy rude Satyrs by his Rules refine, 
See thy groſs Faults in Boyleau's faithful Glaſs, 1286 
And get the Senfe, to know thy ſelf an Afs. An 
| 
* * R 9 Se 


On my Lady HY DE. Occaſioned b 
the Sight of ber Picture. 


By Mr. GEBO RAGE GRANVILLE. 


HE Painter with immortal Skill may trace 4. 

A beauteous Form, or ſhew a Heav'nly Face; Shor 

The Poet's Art, leſs ſtraiten'd and confin'd, Gi 
Can draw the Virtues, and defcribe the Mind, Liſts 
Unlock the Shrine, and to the Sight unfold Plact 
The ſecret Gems, and all the inſide Gold. In I 
This dazling Beauty is a lovely Caſe Nor 

Of ſhining Virtues, ſpotleſs as her Face; He's 
With Graces that attract, but not enſnare, W 
Divinely Good, as ſhe's divinely Fair. Is fa 


Two only Patterns do the Muſes name, 


Of perfect Beauty, but of guilty Fame; 


— 
— 
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A Venus and a Helen have been ſeen, | \ 
Both perjur'd Wives, the Goddeſs and the Queen; 
In this, the Third, are reconcil'd at laſt Or 36; of 
Thoſe jarring Attributes of Fair and Chaſt; 

This matchleſs Charmer is a Beam of Light, 
Without a Cloud or Spot, for ever bright, 

With Beauty, not affected, vain, nor proud; 

With Greatneſs, eaſie, affable, and good: 

The Soul, and Source of all that we admire, 

| Of ey'ry Joy, but Hope, to our Deſire, 

Like the chaſte Moon, ſhe ſhines to all Mankind, 
But to Endymion is her Love confin'd : 

What cruel Deſtiny: on Beauty waits, 

When on one Face depend ſo many Fates; 

Oblig'd by Honour to relieve but one, 

By Thouſands we deſpair, and are undone, 


m 


An Imitation of the Second Chorus, in the 
Second Act of SyNECA's THYESTES. 


By Mr. GEORGE GRANVILLE. 


AT length the Gods, propitious to our Pray'rs, 
Compoſe our Tumults, and conclude our Wars, 
The Sons of Iinachus repent the Guilt } 
Of Crowns uſurp'd, and Blood of Parents ſpilt; 

For impious Greatneſs, Vengeance is in ſtore, 

Short is the Date of all ill-gotten Pow'r, 

Give Ear, ambitious Princes, and be wiſe, 

Liſten, and learn wherein true Greatneſs lyes; _ 
Place not your Pride in Roofs that ſhine with Gems, 
In Purple Robes, nor ſparkling Diadems, 

Nor in Dominion, nor Extent of Land; 

He's only Great who can himſelf command. 

Whole Guard is peaceful Innocence, whoſe Guide 
Is faithful Reaſon, who is void of Pride, | 
Checking Ambition, nor is idly vain 

Ot the falſe Incenſe of a Popular Train. 


Who 
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Who without Strife or E can behold 


His Neighbour's Plenty, and his Heaps of Gold, Expos 
Nor covets other Wealth, but what we find Whol 
In the Poſſeſſions of a Virtuous Mind. And 

Fearleſs he ſees, who is with Virtue crown'd, Wort 
The Tempeſt rage, and hears the Thunder ſound; 
Moſt truly Noble, who contemning Fate, Res 
In midſt of Spears and Jay'lins keeps his State, 
Compos'd and firm he ſtands, nor ſhrinks to feel 
The piercing Arrow, or the pointed Steel; Vel 
Diſdaining Chance, regardleſs he looks down, th 
Ever the ſame, whether ſhe Smile or Frown : V 
Serenely as he liv'd, refigns his Breath, | 11 
Meets Deſtiny half way, nor grieves at Death. 

Le Sov'raign Lords, who ſit like Gods in State, | 
Awing the World, and buſtling to be Great; V- 

Boaſt not of Pow'r, nor of Imperial Sway, | 
Vaſſals your ſelves, who ey'ry Luſt obey; Valle 
The Reins of Empire ill befit thoſe Hands, and 
Where Paſſion governs, and where Rage commands, Wh 

What is this Fame, for which our Kings are Slaves! 4 
The Breath of Fools, and Blaſt of flatt'ring Knaves, Un, 
A peaceful Conſcience, and a gen'rous Breaſt, The 
Ot all the Gifts of Fortune are the beſt. 5 | 

What need of Arms and Inſtruments of War, 15 1 
Or batt'ring Engines which deſtroy from far ? 0 l 
Who Lord of his own Appetites can be, * 
The greateſt King and Conqueror is He; «Bo: 


Bleſs'd with a Pow'r which nothing can deſtroy, 
And each is his own Maſter to enjoy, 

Whom worldly Luxury and Pomps allure, 
They tread on Ice, and find no Footing ſure ; 
Place me, ye Gods, in fome obſcure Retreat, 
Oh! keep me Innocent, make others Great: 

In quiet Shades, content with Rural Sports, 

Give me a Life, remote from guilty Courts. 
Where free from Hopes or Fears, in humble Eaſe, 
Unheard of I may live, and die in Peace. 

Happy the Man, who thus retir'd from Sight, 
Studies himſelf, and ſeeks no other Light! 1 


lt 
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But moſt unhappy he, who ſits on high, 

Expos'd: to ev'iry Tongue, and ev'ry Eye, 

Whoſe Follies blaz'd about, to all are known, 
And are a Secret to himſelf alone: 5 

Worſe is an Evil Fame, much worſe, than none. 


tit. " * ——_ * An. ith 


3 


Verſes written laſs Summer at Althrop by 


the Lord Hallifax, in a blank Leaf of a 
Waller, upon ſeeing Vandyke's Picture of 
the old Lady Sunderland. 
Andyke had Colours, Softneſs, Fire, and Art, 
When the fair Sunderland inflam'd his Heart. 
Waller had Numbers, Fancy, Wit and Fire, 
And Sachariſſa was his fond Deſire, 
Why then at Althrop ſeem; her Charms to faint, 
In theſe ſweet Numbers, and that glowing Paint 2 
This happy Seat a fairer Miſtreſs warms! 
This ſhining Offspring has eclips'd her Charms: 
The different Beauties in one Face we find; 
Soft Amoret with brighteſt Sachariſſa join'd, 
As high as Nature reach'd, their Art could ſoar ; 
But ſhe ne'er made a finiſh'd Piece before. 


Ci 


— 
— 


Amor omnibus idem: Or, The Force of 
Love in all Creatures; being a Tanſlation 
of ſome Verſes in Virgil's Third Georgick, 
from Verſe 209, to Verſe 285. 


Hether the nobler Horſes Breed you raiſe, 
Or duller Herds your fertile ' Paſtures graze, 
Nothing will more a vig'rousStrength produce, 
han to forbid them the licentious Uſe; 


of 
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Of Love's enfeebling Rites : Be therefore ſure, 

Your Bulls are paſtur d by themſelves ſecure; 

Let ſome broad River, or a riſing Hill 

Be interpos'd; or let them take their Fill 

In cloſer Stalls: for wanton Love's Deſire 

Is kindled at the Eyes; whoſe waſteful Fire 

Conſumes them by degrees, and makes them ſlight 

Their Food, while they behold the pleaſing Sight, 

Beſides the fierce Encounters that enſue, 

When Rival Bulls th' alluring Object view: 

Who, both inſpir'd, with Jealouſie and Rage, 

For the fair Female bloody Battels wage : 

Till with black Blood their Sides are cover'd o'er, 

And their curl'd Foreheads meet with hideous Roar, 

Which neighb'ring Groves, and diſtant Cayes rebound, 

And great Olympus eccho's back the Sound, 

Whilſt the glad Victor does the Spot maintain, 

And of his warlike -Hazards reaps the Gain, 

The conquer'd Foe forſakes the hoſtile Place, 

With deep Reſentments of his paſt Diſgrace : 

The ignominious Wounds the Conqu'ror gave, 

In his griev'd Mind no flight Impreſſion leave: 

Departing, he his abſent Love does moan, 

Looks back with longing Eyes, and many a Groan, 

On _ his Ancient Realms, where once he Rul'd 
Alone. 

Then with redoubl'd Care his Strength es, 

Rough on the flinty Ground all Night he lyes, N 

And Shrubs and prickly Thiſtles for his Food ſuffice, 

Then runs his Horns into. ſome ſolid Oak, 

Whoſe reeling Trunk does ſcarce ſuſtain the Stroke: 

With vain Afſaults provokes the yielding Air, 

And makes his Flouriſhes before the War, 

Then with his Force and Strength prepar'd, does go 

With headlong Rage againſt th' unwary Foe : 

Like a white Wave, that is deſcry'd from far, 

Rolling its Vaſtneſs tow'rds the frighted Shoar; 

'Till with loud Noiſe, againſt the pointed. Beaks 

And ſolid Rocks, the moving Mountain breaks; 


Wbt 
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Wbilſt the chaf'd Billows from the Bottom throw 
The riſing Sands, that on the Surface flow. 


All Creatures thus the Force of Love do find; 
For, whether they be thoſe of Human Kind, 


or wanton Herds, or painted Birds that fly, 

They all the like tranſporting Fury try. 

'Tis with this Rage the Lyoneſs is ſtung, 

When o'er the Foreſt (mindleſs of her Young) 

She ſternly ſtalks : Tis then the ſhapeleſs Bear 

With fierce Deſire does to the Woods repair, 

And wide Deſtruction makes: Tis then we ſee 

The ſavage Boar's and Tyger's Cruety, 

Let then the Sun-burnt Traveller forbear 
in Libya's ſandy Deſarts to _— | 

See how the Winds the tre ling Stallions fray, 8 


Or ſavage Beaſts, or Neptune's ſpawning Fry, 8 | 


When firſt to their ſagacious Noſtrils they 

The diſtant Female's well-known Scent convey ! 

Then no reſtraining Curbs, nor cruel Blows, 

Nor hollow Caves, nor obvious Rocks oppoſe 

Their Paſſage, nor the Sea's objected Force, 

That bears the Mountains down its violent Courſe. 
The Sabine Boar does then prepare to wound, 

And whets his foamy Tusks, and paws the Ground: 
His Sides againſt the rugged Tree does tear, | 
ind hardens both his Shoulders for the War. 


The heat of Love's diſtemper'd Fever reigns ? 
Through ſtormy Seas he his bold Fortune tries, 

ho' in his Face the obvious Billows riſe, 

nd daſh him back to Shoar ; whilſt from the Throne 
Of Heav'n its loud Artill'ry rattles down "T4 
On his devoted Head: Nor can the Sound 

Of Waters, which againft the Rocks rebound, 

Recal his deſp'rate Courſe, nor all the Tears 
Occaſion'd by his careful Parents Fears, 

Nor his lov'd F Nymph, who ſoon the ſelf.ſame 
Fortune ſhares. 


— 


wn 


Leander. 1 Hero. 


— 


„ 


5 *T were 


What does the * Youth, in whoſe enraged Veins 5 
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*Twere long to tell the ſpotted Lynxes Wars, 
By Love excited : Or the furious Jars | 
Of prowling Wolves, or Maſtives head-ſtrong Rage: 
Ey'n tim'rous Stags will for their Hinds engage, 
But moſt of all in Mares the am'rous Fire 
Appears; whom Venus did her ſelf inſpire, 
What time that Potnian Glaucus (to improve 
Their Speed) with-held them from the Rites of Loye, 
With Rage incens'd they ſtruck their Maſter dead, 
And on his mangled Limbs by Piece-meal fed. 
O'er craggy Mountains Love their Way does guide, 
And ſpurs them through the Depths of Rivers wide: 
When Spring's ſoft Fire their melting Marrow burns 
(For 'tis in Spring the luſty Warmth: returns) 
They to the Tops of ſteepeſt Hills repair, 
And with wide Noſtrils ſnuff the Weſtern Air, 
W herewith conceiving, (wonderful to tell) 
Without the Stallions Help their Bellies fwell : 
Whoſe frantick Fury makes them ſcour amain 
O'er ſodid Rocks, and through the liquid Plain, 
Nor Hills, nor ſtraight'ning Vales, their giddy 
. Courſe reſtrain : | 
Nor do they tow'rds the Sun's upriſing ſteer _ 
Their head-ftrong way, nor tow'rds the frozen Bear, 
Nor towards the Place where tepid Auſter pours 
Upon the pregnant Earth his plenteous Show'rs : 
Till from their luſtful Groins at laſt does fall 
Their Off- ſpring, which the Shepherds rightly call 
Hippomanes: A flimy, pois' nous Juice, 
Which mutt'ring Step Dames in Inchantments uſe, 
And in the myſtick Cup their pow'rful Herbs infuſe, 
But Time is loft, which never will renew, 


Whilft raviſh'd we the pleaſing Theam purſue, 


To 
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To Mr. CONGREYPE.. An Epiſtolary 
Ode, Occaſioned by his late Play. 


From Mr. TAI DVU EN. 
Am'd Wits and Beauties ſhare this common Fate, 
To ſtand expos'd to * aaa. Love and Hate, 
In ev'ry Breaſt they diff rent Paſſions raiſe, 
At once our Envy, and our Praiſe. | 
For when, like you, fome noble Youth appears, 
For Wit and Humour fam'd above his. Years : 
Each emulous Muſe, that views the Laurel won, 
Muſt praife the Worth ſo much tranſtends their own, 
und, while his Fame they enyy, add to his Renown, 
But fure, like you, no Youth cou'd pleafe, 
Nor at his firſt Attempt boaſt ſuch Succeſs: 
WV here all Mankind have fail'd, you Glories won: 
Triumphant are in this alone, 
| In this, have all the Bards of old out-done, 
| | 33 1 
Then may'ſt thou rule our Stage in Triumph long, 
May'ſt thou its injur'd Fame revive, — 


Reforming with thy Scenes, and eharming with thy Song. 
And ho a Curtt ill-fated Wit air, a 2 * 

And waits the fatal Dowry of a Muſe: 

Let may thy rifing Fortunes de | 
Secure. from all the Blaſts of Poetry; | 4 
As thy own Laurels flouriſhing appear, [ Fear. 
wing $; ſtill with Cares; nor clogg'd with Hope and 
As from its Wants, be from its Vices fre, 

From nauſeous ſervile Flattery Ez 
Nor to a Patron proſtitute thy Mind, | 
ho” like Anguſths * as fam'd Mecenas Kind. 
r | 

Believe this oft expetienc q Truth, [ Worth, 
rom, him that knows thy Virtues, and admires = 


And matchlefs Proofs of Wit, and Humour give, 


Tho* great in Fame! believe me, gen'rous Youth,” 
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Tho” thou'rt- above what vulgar Poets fear, 
Truſt not th' ungrateful World too far; þ 
Truſt not the Smiles of the inconſtant Town: 
Truſt not the Plaudits of a Theatre, af} 
(Which D—fy ſha!l, with thee and Dryden ſhare) 

Nor to a Stage's Int'reſt ſacrifice thy own. 

Thy Genius, that's for nobler things delign'd,-- C 
May at looſe Hours oblige Mankind: 

Then — as is thy Fame, thy Fortunes raiſe, 

Join thriving Int'reſt to thy barren Bays, 

And teach the World to envy, as thou doſt to praiſe. F 
The World, that does like common Whores embrace, 
Injurious {till to thoſe it does careſs : 

Injurious as the tainted Breath of Fame, 
That blaſts a Poet's Fortunes, while it ſounds his Name, 


| ; 3 
When firſt a Muſe infdmes ſome youthful Breaſt, 
Like an unpractis'd Virgin, ſtill ſhe's kind: 
Adorn'd with Graces then, and Beauties bleſt, 
She charms the Ear with Fame, with Raptures fills the 
| 5 [ Mind, - 
Then from all Cares the happy Youth is free, 
But thoſe of Love and Poetry: 1 
Cares, ſtill allay'd with pleaſing Charms, [Arms 
That Crown the Head with Bays, with Beauty fill the 
_-But all a Woman's Frailties ſoon ſhe ſhows, 

Too ſoon a ſtale Domeſtick Creature grows: 
Then wedded to a Muſe that's nauſeous grown, 
We loath what we enjoy, drudge when the Pleaſure's 

For tempted with imaginary Bays, [ gone, 
Fed with immortal Hopes, and empty Praiſe : 
' He Fame; purſues, that fair, that treach'rous Bait, 
Grows wiſe when he's undone, repents when 'tis too late, 


Small are the Trophies of his boaſted Bays, 
The Great Man's Promiſe for his flatt'ring Toil, - 
Fame in Reverſion, and the publick Smile, 
All vainer than his Hopes, uncertain as his Praiſe, 
Twas thus in mournful Numbers heretofore, . 


Neglected Spencer did his Fate deploxe: 
6 7 4 4 14 1 4 it Long 


4 
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Long did his injur'd Muſe complain, 
Admir'd in midſt of Wants, and charming ſtill in vain. 
Long did the gen'rous Cowley mourn, 
And long oblig'd the Age without Return: 
Deny'd what ev'ry Wretch obtains of Fate, 
An humble Roof, and an obſcure Retreat, 
Condemn'd to needy Fame, and to be miſerably great. 
Thus did the World thy great Fore-fathers uſe, 
Thus all the in{pired Bards before, 


Did their Hereditary Ills deplore : [ Muſe, 
From tuneful Chaucer's, down to thy own Dryden's 
VI. 


Yet, pleas'd with gaudy Ruin, Youth will on, 
As proud by publick Fame to be undone: 
Pleas'd, tho? . does the worſt of Labours chuſe, 
To ſerve a barb'rous Age, and an ungrateful Muſe, 
Since Dryden's ſelf, to Wit's great Empire born, 
Whoſe Genius and exalted Name, 
Triumph with all the Spoils of Wit and Fame 
Muſt, midſt the loud Applauſe, his barren Laurels mourn, 
Ev'n that fam'd Man whom all the World admires, 
Whom ev'ry Grace adorns, and Muſe inſpires : 
Like the great injur'd Taſſo, ſhows 
Triumphant in the midſt of Woes; 
In all his Wants Majeſtick till appears, 
Charming the Age to which he owes his Cares, 
And cheriſhing that Muſe whoſe fatal Ourſe he bears, 


From Mag. Col. Oxon. 
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On his MISTRESS Droum d. 


By Mr. SPR AT. 


CWEET Stream, that doſt with equal Pace 


Both thy ſelf fly, and thy felt chace, 
Forbear a while to flow, 
And liſten to my Woe. 
Then go, and tell the Sea that all its Brine 
Is freſh, compar'd to mine; 
Inform it that the gentler Dame, 
Who was the Life of all my Flame, 
Inth Glory of her Bud 
Has paſs'd the fatal Flood, 
Death by this only Stroke triumphs above 
The greateſt Power of Love: 
Alas, alas! I muſt give o'er, 
My Sighs will let me add no more. 
Go on, ſweet Stream, and henceforth reſt 


No more than does my troubled Breaſt; 


And it my ſad Complaints have made thee ftay, 
Theſe Tears, rer's Tears ſhall mend thy Way, 


To the Earl of CARLIS LE, upon the 
Death of his Son before LuxEMBURG. 


By Mr, STEPNEY. 


Ye envious Pow'rs, that we ſhould only ſee 


E's gone! and was it then by your Decree, 
'This Copy of your own Divinity ? 6 


Or thought ye it ſurpaſſing Human State, 


To have a Bleſling laſting as 'twas great ? 

Your cruel Skill you better ne'er had ſhown, 

Since you ſo ſoon deſign'd him all your own, 
Such 


N WW 
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Such tost'ring Favours to the Damn'd are giv'n, 
When, to encreaſe their Hell, you ſhow em Heav'n. 
Was it too Godlike, he fhou'd long inherit 

At once his Father's, and his Uncle's Spirit ? 

Yet as much Beauty, and as calm a Breaſt 

As the mild Dame, whoſe teeming Womb he bleſt. 
H' had all the Favours Providence cou'd give, 
Except its own Prerogative to live ; 

Reſerv'd in Pleaſures, and in Dangers bold, 

Youthful in Action, and in Prudence old: 

His humble Greatneſs, and ſubmiſſive State, | 
Made his Life full of Wonder, as his Fate. l 
One, who to all the Heights of Learning bred, \ 


Read Books, and Men, and practis'd what he read, 


KF ound the wide Globe ſcarce did the buſie Sun 


With greater Haſte, and greater Luftre run. 
True Gallantry and Grandeur he deſcry'd, 
From the French Fopperies, and German Pride. 
And like th' induſtrions Bee, where:e'er he flew, 
Gather'd the Sweets which on {ſweet Bloſſoms grew. 
Babel's confuſed Speeches on his Tongue, 
With a ſweet Harmony and Concord hung. 
More Countries than for Homer did conteft, 
Do ſtrive who moſt were by his Preſence bleſt. 
Nor did his Wiſdom damp his Martial Fire, 
Minerva both her Portions did inſpire, | 
Uſe of the Warlike Bow, and Peaceful Lyre. 
So Ceſar doubly triumph'd when he wrote, 
Showing like Wit, as Valour when he fought, 
It God (as Plato taught) Example takes 
From his own Works, and Souls by Patterns makes, 
Much of himſelf in him he did unfold, 8 


And caſt them in his darling Sidney's Mold, 

Of too refin'd a Subſtance to be old. 

Both did alike diſdain an Hero's Rage, 

Shou'd come like an Inheritance by Age. 

Ambitiouſly did both conſpire to twiſt 

Bays with the Ivy, which their Temples kiſt : 

Scorning to wait the ſlow Advance of Time, 

Both ſell like early Bloſſoms in their Prime, 

By blind Eyents, and Providence's Crime. 
1 
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Yet both, like Codrus, o'er their yielding Foe 

Obtain'd the Conqueſt, in their Overthrow; 

And longer Life do purchaſe by their Death, 

In Fame compleating what they want in Breath. 

Oh! had kind Fate ſrerch'd the contraſted Span, 

To the full Glories of a perfect Man; 

And as he grew, cou'd ev'ry rolling Year 

A new Addition to our Wonder bear, 

H' had paid to his illuſtrious Line that Stock 

Of Ancient Honour, which from thence he took. 

But oh! 

So haſty Fruits, and too ambitious Flow'rs, 

Scorning the Midwifery of rip'ning Show'rs, 

In ſpight of Froſts, ſpring from th' unwilling Earth, 

But find a Nip untimely as their Birth. 

Abortive Iſſues ſo delude the Womb, 

And ſcarce have Being, ere they want a Tomb. 
Forgive (my Lord) the Muſe, that does aſpire 

With a new Breath to fan your raging Fire; 

Whoſe each officious and unskiful Sound 

Can with freſh Torture but enlarge the Wound, 

Cou'd I, with David, curſe the guilty Plain, 

Where one more loy'd than Jonathan was lain ; 

Or cou'd I Flights high as his Merits raiſe, 

Clear as his Virtue, deathleſs as his Praiſe; 

None who (tho' Laurels crown'd their aged Head) 

Admir'd him living, and ador'd him dead, 

With more Devotion ſhou'd enrol his Name 

In the long-conſecrated Liſt of Fame. 

But ſince my artleſs and unhallow'd Strain 

Will the high Worth, it ſhould commend, prophane; 

Since I deſpair my humble Verſe ſhou'd prove 

Great as your Loſs, or tender as your Love; 

My Heart with Sighings, and with Tears mine Eye, 

Shall the Defect of written Grief ſupply, 
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The Ins Ee r. Againſt B K. 
Ineſt ſua gratia parvis. 
By Mr. VAI DEN. 


THESE Greatneſs is to Nature's Works deny'd, 
In Worth and Beauty it is well ſupply'd : 
In a ſmall Space the more Perfection's ſhown, 
And what is exquiſite, in Little's done. 
Thus Beams contracted in a narrow Glaſs, 
To Flames convert their larger uſeleſs Rays. 
Tiis Nature's ſmalleſt Products pleaſe the Eye, 
Whilſt greater Births paſs car by : 
Her Monſters ſeem a Violence to Sight; 
They're form'd for Terror, Inſects to delight. 2 
Thus when ſhe nicely frames a Piece of Art, 
Fine are her Stroaks, and ſmall in ev'ry Part; 
No Labour can ſhe boaſt more wonderful, 
Than to inform an Atom with a Soul: 
To animate her little beauteous Fly, 
And cloath it in her gaudy'ſt Drapery. 

Thus does the little Epigram deli A 
And charm us with its Miniature of Wit: 
Whilſt tedious Authors give the Reader Pain, 
Weary his Thoughts, and make him toil in vain; 
When in leſs V ones we more Pleaſure find, 
And what diverts, ſtill beſt informs the Mind. 

'Tis the ſmall Inſect looks correct and fair, 
And ſeems the Product of her niceſt Care. 
When weary'd out with the ſtupendous Weight 
Of forming Prodigies, and Brutes of State: 
Then ſhe the Inſe& frames, her Maſter-piece, 
Made for Diverſion, and deſign'd to pleaſe. 

Thus Archimedes, in his Cryſtal Sphere, 
Seem'd to correct the World's * : 
Whilſt the large Globe moves round with long Delay, 
His beauteous Orbs in nimbler Circles play : 

H 3 This 
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This ſeem'd the Nobler Labour of the Two, 

Great was the Sphere above, but Fine below. 
Thus ſmalleſt Things have a ꝓeculiar Grace, 

The Great w' admire, but 'tis the Little pleaſe; 

Then ſince the Leaſt ſo beautifully ſhow, 

B' advis'd in time, my Muſe, and learn to know 

A Poet's Lines ſhould be correct, and few, 


— * — 2 — 2a — 


Written is a LL anpys Advice to a 
DauGHTER. 


Ts true— in theſe well-poliſh'd Lines, 
The 1 ns _ : 

A ha Wit, a Thought well weigh'd, 

And 3 A charming Duel —24 

Adorn each curious Page — tis true: 

But what's all this, fair Maid, to you? 

Have lovely Faces need of Paint ? 

Are Manuals ufeful to a Saint ? 

Let careleſs Nymphs be ply'd with Rules, 

Let Wit be thrown among, the Fools : 

In both of theſe you boaſt a Store, 

Compar'd with which, our Author's poor, 

Alas! as he direQs his Pen 

To Maids, ſhou'd you adviſe the Men; 

Shou'd you your eaſie Minutes vex, 

To make Repriſals on the Sex, 

We oe Pretenders then ſhou'd find 

Our ſelves, our darling ſelves, out-ſhin'd, 

Not more it» Body than in Mind : 

She-Wit and Senſe wou'd mount the Throne, 

And our loy'd Salia-Law be gone. 


e 


An 
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An incomparable Ode of MALHERB's 
Written by him when the Marriage was 

| a- foot between the King of France, and 
Anne of Aultria. Tranſlated by @ Perſon 
of Duality, a great Admirer of the Eaſi- 
neſs of the French Poetry. 


Ette Anne ſi belle, His Anna ſo Fair, 
Von vante ſi fort, So talk'd of by 
Fame, 
Pourquoy ne vient Elle? Why don't ſhe appear? 
Vrayment, Elle a tort ! Indeed, ſhe's to blame! 
Son Lows ſoupire Lewis ſighs for the ſake 
Apres ſet Appas: | OO Charms, as they 
ay : 
Ve vent elle dire, What Excuſe can ſhe 
make, 
Que elle ne vient pas. For not coming away? 
S il ne la poſſede, If he doesn't poſſeſs, 
Il en va Maurir; He dies with deſpair ; 
Donnons y Remede, Let's give him Nedreſs, 
Allons la Verir. And go find out the Fair. 
NOTE. 


The Tranſlator propos'd to turn this Ode with all ima-- 
ginable Exattneſs; and he hopes he has been pretty juſt to 
Malherb, only in the Sixth Line he has made a ſmall Addi 
tion of theſe Three Words — as they ſay—— which he 
thinks is excuſable, if we conſider that the French Poet 
there talks too familiarly of the King's Paſſion, as if the 
King himſelf had owned it to him. The Tranſlator thinks 
it more mannerly and reſte fil in Malherb to pretend to 
have the Account of it only by Rear-ſay, 


H 4 Written 
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Moritten iu a Lady's WALLEX. 


8 8 HE lovely Owner of this Book 
| Does here on her own Image look: 
Each happy Page, each finiſh'd Line 
Does with her matchleſs Graces ſhine ; 
And is, with common Verſe compar'd, 
What ſhe is among Beauty's Herd. 
The Poet boaſts a loity Thought, 
In ſoſteſt Numbers ſmoothly wrought ; 
Has all that pleaſes the Severe, 
And all that charms a liſt'ning Ear. 
And ſuch the Nymph is —- bleſt with all 
That we can Sweet, or Noble call ; 
- For never ſure was any Mind, 

Of all that from Heav'n's Treas'ry came, 
Of better Make, and more Refin'd, 
Or lodg'd within a fairer Frame, 
Such Angels ſeem, when pleas'd to wear 
Some lovely Dreſs of colour'd Air! 
Oh, had ſhe liv'd, before the old 
Bard had ſo many Winters told : 
Then, when his youthful Veins ran high. 
Enflam'd with Love, and Poetry: : 
He only to this ſhining Maid 
The Tribute of his Verſe had paid : 
No meaner Face, no leſſer Name 
Had fix'd his Eyes, or fed his Flame 
Her Beauties had employ'd his Tongue, 
And Sachariſſa dy'd unſung. | 


* 


— 


Written in the Leaves of a Fan. 


TILAVIA the leaſt and ſlighteſt Toy 
Can, with reſiſtleſs Art, employ. 
This Fan, in meaner Hands, wou'd prove 

An Engine, of. ſmall Force, in Loye. 
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vet ſhe, with graceful Air and Meen, 
(Not to be told! or ſafely ſeen!) 

Directs its wanton Motions ſo, 

That it wounds more than Cupid's BoW: 
Gives Coolneſs to the matchleſs Dame, 
To ev'ry other Breaſt a Flame. 


On the Dutcheſs of Portſmouth's. Picture. 


AD ſhe but liy'd in Cleopatra's Age, 

When Beauty did the Earth's great Lords engage, 
Britain, not Egypt, had been Glorious made; 
Auguſtus then, like Julius, had obey?! :. 

A nobler Theam had been the Poet's Boaſt, 
That all the World for Love had well been loſt. 


A4 SONG. 


By the Farl of ROCHESTER. 


1 Beauty, you miſ- ſpend 
Thoſe Frowns upon your Slave; 
Your Scorn againſt ſuch Rebels bend, 
Who dare with Confidence pretend, 
That other Eyes their Hearts defend, 
From all the Charms you have. 


Your conqu'ring Eyes ſo partial are, 
Or Mankind 1s dull, 

That while I languiſh in Deſpair, 

Many proud ſenſeleſs Hearts declare, 

They find you not ſo killing Fair, 
To wiſh you merciful. 


They an inglorious Freedom boaſt ; 
1 triumph in my Chain; 
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Nor am I unreveng'd, though loſt; 
Nor you unpuniſh'd, though unjuſt, 
When I alone, who love you molt, 


Am kill'd with your Diſdain. 


SONG for the KinG's Birth. Day. 


8 HIN E forth, bright Sun, and gild the Day, 
With a more than common Ray, 
. The Day that gave us more, 
Than all the rolling Years that thou 
Haſt number'd out, could e'er beſtow, 
Or Pritain with before. 


From Greenneſs of Youth, to Ripeneſs of Age, 
With what Da , what Troubles did Cæſar engage, 
In the Field, on the Flood, 

Through Waves, and through Blood,.. 
The Race of bright Honour he ran! 

How great in Diftreſs, 

How Calm in Succeſs ? 

In both, how much more than Man? 
| CHUORATS. | 

W here-e'er his Birth had been by Fortune plac'd, 
Such Virtue Heav'n muſt needs have crown'd at laſt. 


Heav'n has been juft, and Right has prevail, 
Tho' by Hell's Malice and Forces aſſail'd; 
Rebellion and Faction are funk whence they roſe, 
And Ceſar tie Wounds of his Nation does cloſe, 
Rewarding bis Friends, and forgiving his Foes.. 
In the Glory gain'd by War, 
Vulgar Hands and Fortune fhare; 
But the more Noble and Solid Renown. 
That ariſes from Pardon to Penitents ſhown, 
Alt render to Ceſar, tis Cæſar's alone. 


Cæſar 


4 
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Ceſar nobly does diſdain 

Over leſs than Hearts to Reign; 
Let Tyrants force th' ignobler Part, 
God and Cæſar claim the Heart. 


Hark how the Nation united rejoices 
In the glad Conſort of Hearts and of Voices!” 
What Thanks they expreſs 
For their Plenty and Peace, 
And the long-deſir'd Bleffings of Freedom and Eaſe;-. 


Hark, .the joyful Song goes round, 
'Tis the Univerſal Sound : 

Long may Heav'n and Ceſar ſmile, . 
Heav'n on him, and he on us; 


Long, long may he rule our Iſle, 


And long, long Rule it thus ! 
As lov'd in Peace, as fear'd in Arms, 
And ever bleſs'd in Gloriana's Charms. 


S O N G. 


OU ſay yon love! Repeat again, 
Repeat th' amazing Sound; 
Repeat the Eafe of all my Pain, 
The Cure of ey'ry Wound, 


What you to Thouſands have deny'd, 
To me you freely give; 

Whilſt-I in humble Silence dy d, 
Your Mercy bid me live. 


So on cold Latmos' Top each Night, 
Endymion ſighing lay, 
Gaz'd on the Moon's tranſcendent Light, 

Deſpair'd, and durſt not Pray. 


— —x— 
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But Divine Cynthia ſaw his Grief, 
Th' Effect of conqu'ring Charms; 

Unask'd, the Goddeſs brings Relief, 
And falls into his Arms, 


Y 


—_ 
— 


SONG. 
8 of thy Sex, and beſt, 
Admit my humble Tale; 


Twill eaſe the Torment of my Breaſt, 
Tho' 1 ſhall ne'er prevail. 


No fond Ambition me does move 
Your Favour to implore, 

I ask not for Return of Love, 
But Freedom to adore, 


— 


To the K ING. In the Tear 1686. 


By Mr, GEORGE GRANVILLE. 


| 2 of old, by Rapine and by Spoil, 

In ſearch of Fame, did all the World embroil. 
Thus to their Gods. each then ally'd his Name, 
This ſprang from Jove, and that from Titan came; 
With equal Valour, and with like Succeſs, 

Dread King, might'ſt thou the Univerſe oppreſs: 
But Chriſtian Rules conſtrain thy Martial Pride; 


Peace is thy Choice, and Piety thy Guide: 


By thy Example Kings may learn to Sway, 
Heroes are taught to Fight, and Saints to Pray. 
The Crecian Chiefs had Virtue but in ſhare; 


Neffor was Wiſe, but 4jax Brave in War: 


Their very Deities were grac'd no more, 
Mars had the Courage, ove the Thunder bore : 
But all Perfections meet in James alone, 

And Britain's King is all the Gods in one. 

| | 4 73 HARRI 
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HARRY MARTIN Epitaph. 
By H IMS E LF. 


E RE, or elſewhere, (all's one to you, to me) 
Earth, Air, or Water, gripes my Ghoſtleſs Duſt, 
None knowing when brave Fire ſhall ſet it free; 
Reader, if you an oft-try'd Rule will truſt, 
You'll. gladly do and ſuffer what you muſt. 


1 


6 


To his Friend Captain Chamberlain; in 
Love with a Lady he bad taken in an 
Algerine Prize at Sea. 


In Alluſion to the 4th Ode of Horace, Book the 2d. 


By. Ar... T1 aL DE. 


| . 
T I'S no Diſgrace (brave Youth) to own 
By a Fair Slave you are undone : 
Why doſt thou bluſh to hear that Name! 
And ftifle thus a gen'rous Flame 
Did not the Fair Briſeis heretofore, 
With pow'rful Charms ſubdue ? 
What tho? a Captive, ſtill he bore 
' Thoſe Eyes that Freedom cou'd reſtore, 
And make her haughty Lord, the proud Achilles, bow. 
II 


Stern Ajax, tho' renown'd in Arms, 
Did yield to bright Tecmeſſa's Charms: 
And all the Laurels he had won, 
As Trophies at her Feet were thrown, 
When beautiful in Tears, he view'd the mourning Fair, 
The Hero felt her Pow'r: 
Tho” great in Camps, and fierce in War, 


7 r Het 
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Her ſofter Looks he cou'd not bear, 
Proud to become her Slave, tho? late her Conqueror, 
| ; III. 
When Beauty in Diſtreſs appears, 
An irreſiſtlefs Charm it bears: 
In ev'ry Breaſt does Pity move, 
Pity, the render'ft part of Love. 
Amidſt his Triumphs great Atrides ſu'd 
Into a weeping Maid: 
Tho' Tray was by his Arms ſubdu'd, 
And Greece the bloody Frophies view'd, _ 
Yet at a Captive's Feet th' imploring Victor laid. 
IV 
Think not thy charming Maid can be 
Of a bafe Stock, and mean Degree : 
Her Shape, her Air, her ev'ry Grace, 
A more than Vulgar Birth confeſs. 
Yes, yes, my Friend, with Royal Blood ſhe's great, 
Sprung from ſome Monarch's Bed: 
Now mourns her Family's hard Fate, 
Her mighty Fall, and abject State, 
And her Illuſtrious Race conceals with noble Pride. 


V. 
Ah think not an Ignoble Houſe 
Cou'd ſuch a Heroine produce; 
Nor think ſuch gen'rous ſprightly Blood, 
Cou'd flow from the corrupted Crowd. 
But view her Courage, her undaunted Mind, 
And Soul with Virtues crown'd : 
Where dazling Intereſt. cannot blind, 
Nor Youth, nor Gold Admittance find, 
But ſtill her Honour's fix'd, and Virtue keeps its 
VI. Ground. 
View well her great Majeſtick - Air, 
And modeſt Looks Divinely Fair: 
Too bright for Fancy to improve, 
And worthy of thy nobleſt Love. 
But yet ſuſpect net thy officious Friend, 
All jealous Thoughts remove : 
Tho' I with youthful Heat commend, . 


For- 


- 
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For thee I all my Wiſhes ſend, A 
or. And if ſhe makes thee bleſt, tis all L ask of Love. 


wa . 


A SONG. By a Lavr. 


E Virgin Pow'rs, defend my Heart 
From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 
From ſaucy. Love, or nicer Art, 


Which moſt our Sex beguiles. 
II 


rom Sighs and Vows, from awful Fears, : 
That do to Pity move; | 
from ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears, 
Thoſe Springs that water Love. 
III. 
But if through Paſſion 1 grow blind, | 
Let Honour be my Guide; 
And when frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a Guard of Pride. 
IV. 
An Heart whoſe Flames are ſeen, tho“ pure, 
Needs ev'ry Virtue's Aid; 
And ſhe who thinks her ſelf fecure, | 
The ſooneſt is betray'd. 


— 


Written by a LADY. 


1 er Faſhion, Wit, and Youth, _ ; 
ks With all Things elſe that pleaſe : | 
He nothing wants but Love and Truth. 

To ruin me with eale. 


„ü 


But he is Flint, and bears the Art 
To kindle fierce Deſire, 
Whoſe Pow'r enflames another's Heart, 


And he ne'er feels the Fire. 
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O how it does my Soul 8 
When 1 his Charms recall, 


To think he ſhou'd deſpiſe our Sex; 
Or, what's worſe, love 'em all. 


So that my Heart, like Noah's Dove, 

In vain has ſought for Reſt, ö 
Finding no Hopes to fix my Love, 

Returns into my Breaſt, 


Paraphras'd out of Horace, the Twenty 
third. Ode of the Second Book. 


By Dr, POP E. 


T HE wary Gods lock: up in Cells of Night 
Future Events, and laugh at Mortals here. 
If they to pry into 'em take delight, 
If they too much preſume, or too much fear. 
O Man! for thy ſhort Time below 
Enjoy thy ſelf, and what the Gods beſtow : 
Unequal Fortunes here below are ſhar'd. _. 
Life to a River's Courſe may juſtly be compar'd : 
Sometimes within its Bed, 
Without an angry Curl or Wave, 
From the Spring Head, | 
It gently glides to the Ocean, its Grave. 
Then unawares, upon a ſudden Rain, 
It madly overflows the neighb'ring Plain: 
It ploughs up beauteous Ranks 
Of Trees, that: ſhaded and adorn'd its: Banks: 
Overturns Houſes, Bridges, Rocks,. 
Drowns Shepherds and their Flocks : 
Horror and Death rage all the Valley o'er, 
The Foreſts tremble, and the Mountains roar, 


LOVE's 


ty 
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LOYV.E's Antidote. 


W HEN I ſigh by my Miſtreſs, and gaze on thoſe 

Eyes 8 

Where all-co g uering Love in Garriſon lies: 

When her Noſe I commend, with a true Roman Bend, 

And run on in Flatt'ry, World without End : 

On her ample high Forehead, and her little ſoft Hand, 

To which, if compar'd, the beſt Iv'ry is tann'd : 

On her Words which with Grace from her Roſie Lips 
flow, | 

And ſuch Harmony make, as was ne'er heard below, 

Then ſhe bridles with Pride, and ſwells with Diſdain, 

And flights her Adorer, now faſt in her Chain. 

With Scorn in her haughty Looks, and in her Words 
Thunder, | 

Then drunken with Love do I reel to the Wonder: 

There with three or four Glaſſes my Languiſhing paſles, 

And off ſlides the Load, Love lays on his Aſſes. 

Then I ſwear I'll for ever keep out of the Scrape, 

Love's Sovereign Antidote is the Blood of the Grape, 


* 


—— 
— 


"— 


Anacreon Imitated. 


FT the Reverend Dotards cry, 
Why ſo loving, Daphnis, why ? 
Love's a Thing for Age alone: 
Love's a God, and you're too young, 
Let the Harveſt crown your Brow, 
And adorn your Head with Snow : 
Love may boldly enter- then : 
Years will countenance your Flame. 
Fruits, unripe, diſguſt the Taſte; 
Falling ripe they pleaſe us beſt. 
Colts are okirtifh. but the Dam, 
(Once a Colt) is ſtill and tame: 


Reve- 
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Reverend Dotards, why ſo wiſe ? 
Why theſe Reverend Fooleries! 
Who negle&s to back the Horſe, 
'Till his Years compute him worſe ? 
Gen'rous Brutes that lateſt die, 
Early to Enjoyment fly : 

Vig'rous Nature fcorns a Tye. 
Gather'd Fruits are beft of all; 

We deſpiſe them when they fall. 
Thus your Follies ſliow to me, 
What my Reverend Age thall be. 
Bring, the Glaſs then, bring the Fair, 
Fill it, *tis a Health to her, 

For experimental I 

Will a great Example be, 

To convince ſuch Rev'rend Fools 
Of their own miſtaken Rules. 


Anacreon Tmitated. 


'S * how pleaſant is't! how ſweet} 
While with Beauties exquiſite 
Nature paints the fragrant Grove; 
Thus to walk and talk of Love. 
Here no envious Eaſtern Gale 

Sells us Pleaſure by Retail. 

Weſtern Breezes here diſpence 
Joys ſo full, they cloy the Senſe. 
Gods! oh Gods! how (ſweet a Shade 
Has that Honey-Suckle made, 
Claſping round that ſpreading Tree, 
Claſping faſt, and apeing me. 

Me who, there with Celia laid, 

Firſt inform'd the lovely Maid 

So to claſp and fo to twine. 

Oh! how ſweet a Life is mine ! 
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Anacreon Fmitated. 


OME fill't up, and fill it high, 
The barren Earth is always dry; 
But well fteep'd in Kindly Show'rs, 
It laughs in Dew, and fmiles in Flow'rs. 
The Jovial Gods did, fure, defign, 
By the Immortal Gift of Wine, 
To drown our Sighs, and eaſe our Care, 
And make's content to Nevel here, 
To Revel, and to Reign in Love, 


And be throughour like thoſe above. 


T Ab L MA 
Allas, deſtructtive to the Trojan Line, (vine; 
Raz'd their proud Walls, tho' built with Hands Di- 
But Love's bright Goddeſs, witly propitious Grace, 
Preſery'd a Hero to reſtore the Race: 


So the fam'd Empire where the ter flows, | 
Fell by Ek:za, and by Anna role. 


From Visgil's Fir Georgick, beginning at 
Luprimis venerare Devs, &c. 


Tranſlated into Engliſh Perſe by Henry Sacheverell. 
Dedicated to Mr. DRY DEN. 


IRS T let thy Altars ſmoke with ſacred Fire, 
Thy early Labours the juſt Gods require. 
Let Ceres“ Bleſſings uſher in the Year, 
To pive an Omen to thy future Care. 
With Sacrifice adorn. her graffie Shrine, 
With Milk, with v veep and with flowing Wine. 
Then go, the Füge oddeſs to adore, 
When Spring duds 


orth, and Winter is no more. 
Then 
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Then well-fed Lambs thy plenteous Tables load, 

And mellow Wines give Appetite to Food. 
Whilft the cool Shade by (mall refreſhing Streams 

Invite ſoft Sleep, and gentle pleaſing Dreams, 

The Ruſtick Youth the Goddeſs ſhou'd implore 

To bleſs their Fruits, and to encreaſe their Store. 

Thrice let the Sacrifice in Triumph led 

Crown the new Off: ſpring of her fruitful Bed. 

A joyful Quire ſhall ſing er Praiſes round, 

And with unequal Motions beat the Ground. 

Whilſt Oaken Branches on their Temples twine, 

To ſhew the better Uſe of Corn aud Wine. 

The Goddeſs thus appeas'd, will bend her Ear, 

And with a plenteous Harveſt will reward your Care, 

The certain Seaſons of the Year to know 

Great Jove has taught us, and from whence they flow, 
Droughts, Rains, and Winds, their certain Signs 

\ forego. | 

Thoſe Mellen ers of Fate fly to provide the Way, 
To give the Signal of a gloomy Day. 

The Moon her Tokens conſtantly fulfils, 

And with her Beams points out th' approaching Ils. 

Her waining Orb puts on a various Form, 

Fo give the Sign of an impending Storm. 

When South Winds riſe, 2 Herdſmen juſtly fear, 

And feek a Shelter when the Tempeſt's near. 

Firſt from a gentle Blaſt the Winds ariſe, 

Whoſe Infant Voice in whiſp'ring Murmurs flies, 5 

Then with loud Clamours fills the troubled Skies. 

By ſmall Degrees advanc'd, it ſtronger grows, 

Till every Point each other does oppoſe. 

Then through the jarring Zones it frets and roars, 

And lifts the ſwelling Billows to the Shores. 

Vaſt watry Mountains roll upon the Sand, 

And angry Surges beat the trembling Land. 

A harſh, ſhrill Noiſe the ecchoing Cavern fills, 

And ſtrikes the Ear from the reſounding Hills; 
Whoſe reverend Tops, with aged Pine-trees crown'd, 

Rock with the Wind, and tremble with the Sound. 


Then 


—— 
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Then threat' ning Surges hardly can forbear 

The tatter'd Veſſel, while the Seamen fear 5 

8 Zach rolling Billow ſhou'd their laſt — 2 

The frighten'd Native of the troubled Waves 

His long- accuſtom'd Habitation leaves. 

Now born aloft a winged Army ſoar, 

To ſeek for Safety on a calmer Shore. 

The More-Hen, conſcious of the Tempeſt near, 

Plays on the Sand, and ſo prevents her Fear. 

The Hern forſakes his ancient marſhy Bed, 

And tow'rs to Heav'n, while Clouds bedew his Head: 

Sometimes he's met by a deſcending Star, 

Which warns the Tempeſt ruſhing from afar. 

are, The headlong Planet glides in fiery Streams, 
Und ſhoots through Darkneſs with its Radiant Beams, 

7, It cuts the Shadows with a Train of Light, 

18 And makes a Medly of the Day and Night. 

A ſportive Whirlwind lifts the moving Sand, 

In myſtick Circles dancing on the Land, 

Now wanton Feathers whiten all the Flood; 2 


And ſapleſs Leaves fly o'er the ſhaken Wood, 
Is; At diſtance black'ning in a dusky Cloud. 
| But when a new-fledg'd Storm comes bluſt'ring forth, 
And quits the thund'ring Regions of the North: 
When Eaſt and Weſt in diſtant Poles conſpire, 
Uniting Rage, to ſwell the Deluge higher, 
With rapid Streams the full-charg'd Chanels flow, 
c Collecting Forces as they farther go. | 
Th' unruly Tide no ſturdy Banks control, 
O'er unknown Plains the furious Torrents roll, 
The Reapers mourn, to ſee the Deluge bear 
Their long- expected Labours of the Year. 


E PI- 


en 


The Court, theſe Beauties, and our glorious Queen: 
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EplLoe uE fo the Lallies, ſpoke by Mr. 
Wilks the Muſick-Meeting in Drury- 
Lane, where the Engliſh J aman ſings, 
HYritten by Mr. Manwaring | «peu thy 
Occaſion. of iber Both finging before the 

Queen and X. of Spain at Windlor. 


07 TH Joy we ſee, this Circle of che Fair, 

V Since che late Tryal of the tuneful Pair; 
Your Country's Friends, you love the Native Strains 
Of Muſick here, where England's Genius reigns, 
In other Walls tho“ Harmony be found, 


You know it's foreign, and diſdain the Sound, T 
Who haunt new Conſorts, Faction would create, | 
And are Diſſenters in Apollo's State: W 


They ſhun our Stages where he keeps his Court, 
And to ſome gloomy Meeting-houſe reſort. 


While you with Duty own his rightful. Cauſe, Wri 
And guard this Place eſtabliſh'd by his Laws. 
But now your Charms a nobler Task purſue, He 


And Spain a Revohition waits from You ; 
That blooming Hero you at Courts admir'd, 
In Arms muſt triumph, by. your Praiſes fir'd : Fo 
Succeſs is Yours, and Victory inclines 

Still to that ſide on which your Favour ſhines. 
Mars will himſelf conduct our future Wars, 
When every Venus for this Prince declares ; 
When freely ſerving; this well weigh'd Deſign, 
Our Nation's: Treaſure and its Beauty join. 
Yet when this happy Scheme by Wildom wrought, 
Is by his Valour to Perfection brought; 

And his glad Subjects ſhall their King receive, 
Grac'd with a Crown which only Aune could give; 
Reflecting then What Wonders he had ſeen, 


That warm Idea he ſhall ſtill retain, 


And think, tho' ſeated on the Throne of Spain, ; 
Tho 


"7 
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Tho with the Treaſure of both i:dies crawn'd, 
He left a brighter Empire than he found. © 


ä —_— 
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By Sir Jonn EATON. 


hb 


ELL me not I my Time miſ-ſpend, 
'Tis Time loſt to reprove me; 
Purſue thou thine, I have my End, 
So Chloris only love ay” 5 
Tell me not other Flocks are full, 
. Mine poor, let them deſpiſe me 
Who more abound with Milk and Wool, 
So Chloris only prize = 
| I. 
Tire other eaſier Ears with theſe 
Unappertaining Stories; 
He never felt the. World's Diſeaſe, 
Who car'd not for its Glonies. 
| IV. 
For Pity, thou that wiſer art, 
Whoſe Thoughts lye wide of mine; 
Let me alone with my own Heart, 
And I'll ne'er envy thine. | 
NI 
Nor blame him who e' er blames my Wit, 
That ſeeks no higher Prize, 
Than in unenvy'd Shades to ſit, 
and ſing of Chloris' Eyes. 


ho' 
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Another SONG in Imitation of Sir John 
Eaton's Songs. 
By the late Earl of ROCHESTExR, 


Too late, alas! I muſt confeſs 

You need no Arts to move me: 

Such Charms by Nature you poſſeſs, 
"Twere Madneſs not to love ye. 


Then ſpare a Heart you may ſurprize, 
And give my Tongue the Glory 

To boaſt, tho' my unfaithful Eyes 
Betray a kinder Story. 


—_— 


The BALLap of Tom and Will WM 
OM and Will were Shepherds Swains, 1 
That liv'd and lov'd together, 0 
When Fair Paſtors croſt their Plains, | 0 
Alas, why came ſhe thither ! 
For tho' they fed two ſeveral Flocks, 
They felt but one Deſire : 1 
Paſtora's Eyes and Amber Locks 
Set both their Hearts on Fire. 1 
= 
Tom came of a Genteel Race, y 
By Father and by Mother; | 
Will was Noble, but, alas, T 
He was a younger Brother. 
Tom was forlorn, Will was fad, 
No Huntſman nor no Fowler; ＋ 
Tom was held the properer Lad, 
But Will the better Bowler. Fo 
of EDS © + oe ee OG oy 
Tem was young, but ſomething ba ld, Sh 


It ſeem'd no Imperfection; 


> 
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Will was grey, but yet not old, 

And browner of Complexion; 
The touching Flames their Breaſt did bear 

They could no _ ſmother, 
For tho' they knew they Rivals were, 

They ſtill loy'd one another, 

IV. | 

Tom would drink her Health, and ſwear 

His very Ghoſt ſhould haunt her; 
Will would take her by the Ear, 

And with his Voice inchaunt her; 
Toms kept always in her Sight, 

And ne'er forgot his Duty, 
But Will was witty, and could write 
Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty. 

V. 

Paſtora was a lovely Lafs, 

And of a gentle Nature, 
Divinely good and fair ſhe was, 

And kind to ey'ry Creature 
Of Favours ſhe was provident, 

But yet not over-ſparing , _ 
She gave no looſe Incouragement, 

Yet kept Men from deſpairing. 


VI.. 
Which of theſe Two ſhe loved moſt, 
Or whether ſhe lov'd either, 1 


'Tis thought they'll find it to their Coſt, 
That ſhe indeed lov'd neither; | 
Yet ſo charming, ſo ſweet was ſhe, 

So pleaſing of Behaviour, | 
That Tom thought he, and Will thought he, 

Was chiefeſt in her Fayour. 

f VII. 
Thus did ſhe handle Tom and Will, 

Who both did doat upon her. 
For graciouſly ſhe us'd them ſtill, 

Yet ſtill preſery'd her Honour; 
She dealt her Favours equally, 


They both were well contented, 
Vor. III | 1 And 


— 


* 
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And. kept them ſtill from Jealouſie, 
Not eaſily prevented. | 
VII. 
Till tat'ling Fame had made Report 
Of Fair Paſtora's Beauty, 
Paſtora's ſent for to the Court, 
There to perform her Duty: 
Unto the Court Paſtora's gone, 
There were no Court without her, 
The Queen, amongſt her Train, had none 
Was half ſo fair about her. 
ä IX. 
Tom hang'd his Dog, and caſt away 
His Shepherd's Hook and Wallet ; 
Will broke his Pipe, and curs'd the-Day 
That e'er he made a Ballad: ; 
Their Nine-pins and their Bowls they broke, 
Their Sports were turn'd to Tears; 
Tis time for me an End to make, 
Let them go ſhake their Ears, 


Am. 1 


To the Reverend Dr. 8 HERLOC K, Dean 


1 
of St. PA 5; on his Practical Diſ- ' 
courſe concerning DEA TH. I 

| D 
By Mr. PRIOR. 0 
15 | : 

| = ae the Muſe, who in unhallow'd Strains 
1 The Saint one Moment from his God detains : A 
For ſure, whate'er you do, -where-e'er you are, W 
Tis all but one good Work, one conſtant Pray'r, Ye 
- Forgive her; and intreat that God, to whom Yc 
Thy favour'd Vows with kind Acceptance come, Ste 
To raiſe her Numbers to that bleſt Degree 0 
0 


That ſuits a Song of Piety aud Thee. 
ES Wor 
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Wondrous good Man! whoſe Labours may repel 
The force of Sin, may ſtop the Rage of Hell: 
Who, like the Baptiſt, from thy God wert ſent 
To be the Voice, and bid the World repent: 
Thee, Youth ſhall ſtudy; and no more engage 
His flatt'ring Wiſhes for uncertain Age; 
No more, With fruitleſs Care, and cheated Strife, 
Chaſe fleeting Pleaſure through this Maze of Life; 
Finding the wretched All He here can have 
But preſent Food, and but a Future Grave ; 
Each, great as Philip's Son, ſhall ſit and view 
This ſordid World, and, weeping, ask a New. 
Decrepit Age ſhall read Thee, and confeſs 
Thy Labours can aſſwage, where Med'cines ceaſe: 
Shall bleſs thy Words, their wounded Souls Relief; 
The Drops that ſweeten their laſt Dregs of Life; 
Shall look to Heav'n, and laugh at all beneath, 8 


Own Riches gather'd Trouble; Fame, a Breath; 
And Life an IIl, whoſe only Cure is Death. 

Thy even Thoughts with ſo much Plainneſs flow, 
Their Senſe untutor'd Infancy may know, 75 
Yet to that height is all that Plainneſs wrought, 
Wit may admire, and letter'd Pride be taught: 
i Eaſie in Words thy Style, in Senſe ſublime, 

0 On its bleſt Steps each Age and Sex may riſe, 

1 'Tis like the Ladder in the Patriarch's Dream, 
Its foot on Earth, its height beyond the Skies. 
Diffus'd its Virtue, boundleſs is its Pow'r, 

Tis publick Health, and Univerſal Cure: 

Of Heav'nly Manna 'tis a ſecond Feaſt, 

A Nation's Food, and All to ev'ry Taſte. 

To its laſt height mad Britain's Guilt was rear'd, 
And various Deaths for various Crimes ſhe fear'd 
With your kind Works her drooping Hopes revive, 
You bid her read, repent, adore, and live. 

You wreſt the Bolt from Heav'n's avenging Hand, 
Stop ready Death, and fave a ſinking Land. 
O fave us ſtill! ſtill bleſs us with thy Stay! 
O want thy Heay'n, till' we have leargt the Way! 


I 2 Ree 
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Refuſe to leave thy deſtin'd Charge too ſoon, 
And for the Church's good, defer thy own! 

O liye! and let thy Works urge our Belief! 
Live to explain thy Doctrine by thy Life; 
Till future Infancy, baptiz'd by thee, 

Grow ripe in Years, and old in Piety; "7 

'Till Chriſtians, yet unborn, be taught to die; 
Then in full Age, and hoary Holineſs, 

Retire, great Teacher, to thy promis'd Bliſs : 
Untouch'd thy Tomb, uninjur'd be thy Duſt, 

As thy own Fame amongſt the future Juſt, 

Till in laſt Sounds the dreaded Trumpet ſpeaks, 
Till Judgment calls, and quickned Nature wakes, 
Till through the utmoſt Earth, and deepeſt Sea 
Our ſcatter'd Atoms find their hidden way, 

In haſte to cloata their Kindred Souls again, 
Perfect our State, and build Immortal Man: 

Then fearleſs, Thou, who well ſuſtain'dſt the Fight, 
To Paths of Joy, and Worlds of endleſs Light, 
Lead up all thoſe who heard thee, and believ'd; 


Midſt thy qwn Flock, great Shepherd, be receiy'd, 
And. glad all Heay'n with Millions thou haſt ſav'd. 


— 


On the Counteſs of Dorch----er. 


By the E. of D—t. 


0000000 


P. with the Spoils of Royal Cully, 
With falſe Pretence to Wit and Parts; 
She ſwaggers like a batter'd Bully, 
To try the Tempers of Mens Hearts. 


Tho? ſhe appear as glitt'ring fine, 
As Gems, and Jefs, and Paint can make her; 
She ne'er can win a Breaſt like mine, 
The Devil and Sir David take her, 
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Upon the Firſt Fit of the Gout. 


Win. thou friendly Earneſt of Fourſcore, 
Promiſe of Health, that haſt alone the Power 
T' attend the Rich, unenvy'd by the Poor. 

Thou that doſt Eſculapius deride, 

And o'er his Gallypots in Triumph ride : 

Thou that art us'd t'attend the Royal Throne, 
And under-prop the Head that wears the Crown : 
Thou that in Privy-Councils oft doeſt wait, 

And guard'ſt from drowſie Sleep the Eyes of State; 
Thou that upon the Bench art mounted high, 

And warn'ſt the Judges how they tread awry : 
Thou that doſt oft from pamper'd Prelate's Toe, 
Emphatically urge the Pains below : 

Thou that art always half the City's Grace, 

And adds to ſolemn Noddles ſolemn Pace: 

Thou that. art ne'er from Velvet Slippers free, 
Whence comes this unſought Honour unto me? 

| Whence does this mighty Condeſcenſion flow, 

To viſit my poor Tabernacle? Oh! | 

As Jove vouchſaf d on Ida's top, tis ſaid, 

At poor Philemon's Cot to take a Bed; 

Pleas'd with his poor, but hoſpitable. Feaſt, 

Jove bid him ask, and granted his Requeſt, 

So do thou grant (for thou'rt of Race Divine, 
Begot on Venus by the God of Wine) 


_ 


My humble Suit; and either 2 me Store 
To entertain thee, or ne'er ſee me more. 
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jeune Iris aux cheveux gris 
Diſoit a Theodate, 
Retournons, mon cher à Paris, © | 
Avant que Pon combatte; 


Vous me donnes trop de foyci, 
| Car Guillaume ne raille. 

W Hielas ! que feriez-vous icy 

| Le jour d'une bataille? 


Il eft vray que vous partires 

Sans Lauriers & ſans Gloire, 

Et que vous Embarraſſerts 
Ceux qui font Votre Hiſtoire; 


Mais vous deves laiſſer ces ſoins 
A D' Efpreaux & Corneille ; 
Vous ne les payeries pas moins, 
Quand vous ſeries merveille. 


Vous punirez une autre-fois 
Ces gens qui m'ont 2 f 
elle honte qu à Charleroy 
Ils m'euſſent amente ! 


Quoy que je ſois aimte de vous, 
Et que * bien ſage, 

PF aurois paſſe parmy ces fous 
Pour un Rebut de Page. 
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A Parapbraſe on the FR EXC. 


N Grey-hair'd Celia's wither'd Arms 

As mighty Lewis lay, 
She cry'd, if I have any Charms, 

My Deareſt let's away. 


For you, my Love, is all my Fear, 
Hark how the Drums do Rattle x 

Alas, Sir! what ſhou'd you do here 
In dreadful Day of Battle? 


Let little Orange ſtay and fight, 
For Danger's his Diverſion ; 

The Wiſe will think you in the Right, 
Not to expoſe your Perſon: 


Nor vex your Thoughts how to repair 
The Ruins of your Glory: 

You ought to leave ſo mean a Care 
To thoſe who Pen your Story, 


/ 


Are not Boileau and Corneile paid 

For Panegyrick Writing? 

They know how Heroes may be made 
Without the help of Fighting. 


When Foes too ſaucily approach, 
'Tis beſt to leave 9 fairly: 

Put Six good Horſes in your Coach, 
And carry me to Marly 


Let Bouflers, to ſecure your Fame, 
Go take ſome Town, or buy it; 
Whilſt you, great Sir, at Nofiredame, 

Te Deum ſing in quiet. 


14 The 
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The Story of PHok , us and Darnxt. 
From the Firſt Book of OvI D', 


Metamorphoſes. 


By Mr. CRAAIES HOPKINS. 


O Beauteous Nymph could Youthful PH eus move, 
Till Daphne's Charms inſpir'd him firſt with Love. 


A Virgin, ſprung from Peneus' Silver Stream, 
Fair as the Cryſtal Waters, whence ſhe came. 
No blind Effects of Chance ſubdu'd the God, 
But juſt Revenge which injur'd: Cupid ow'd. 

For Phœbus ſaw him as his Bow he drew, 


And ſcoffing, cry'd, Thoſe are not Arms for you. 


To me your Quiver and your Shafts reſign, 


They load your Shoulders, but ſit well on mine; 


Your Arrows drop from your enervate Arm, 
And are not ſent with Force enough to harm; 
But when I ſhoot, with my unerring Hands, 
On the fleet Shaft as fleet a Death attends. 
Witneſs the monſtrous Python lately flain, 
Againſt whoſe Scales your Darts had been in yain 
He ſtill had liv'd, and ravag'd all the Plain. 
In yonder Vale, by me, behold him kill'd, 
' Shedding his pois'nous Gore o'er all the Field. 
Be you content to kindle amorous Fires, 
Inſpiring childiſh Loves and ſoft Deſires+ 
Attempt not things beyond your, feeble Pow'rs, 
Hold your own Empire, and uſurp not ours. 
The ſlighted God, in ſhort, replies, By thee 
Let other Breaſts be pierc'd, but thine by me : 
As Human Force is conquer'd by Divine, 
So ſhalt thou find my Pow'rs excelling thine, 


l 


He ſpoke, and ſpread his Wings, and mounted up, 


Nof reſted, *till he reach'd Parnaſſus top. 
From his full Quiver all his Darts he drew, 
And, from them all, he made his Choice of two. 


Dit- 
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Differing the Paſſions, which their Points create, 

The one producing Love, the other Hate: 

With this, the beauteous Virgin's Breaſt he pierc'd ; 

But he wounds Phebus deeper with the firſt, 

High on the Mountain's utmoſt Cliff he ſtood, 

And took his fatal Aim, and ſhot the God : 

Swiftly it flies thro* the invenom'd Reins ;- 

Fires all his Blood, and poiſons all his Veins. 

The deadly Shafts their purpos'd Ends obtain; 

Work Love in him, in ſos as fierce Diſdain. 

Her only Joy was ranging thro' the Grove, 

To ſhun her Lovers, and their Tales of Love, 

There the wild Boars were wounded with her Spear : 

Her only Paſſion was to conquer there. 

All her Attire was like Diana's Train, 

Alike her Humour in avoiding Men, 

Her numerous Courtiers met with numerous Slights, 

She fled from Hymen, and his hated Rites : 

Ott had her Father prompted her to wed; 

By fond Deſires of future Grandſons led: 

Oft had he told her, that ſhe ow'd a Debt 

Of ſmiling Nephews, which he. hop'd for yet. 

She ſtarts, and thinks ſhe underſtands him wrong, 

Nor would have heard it from another Tongue. 

Then hanging on her Father, thus ſhe pray'd, 

Oh! only Jov'd of all your Sex, ſhe ſaid, . 

Oh! give me leave to live, and die a Maid. 

He, too indulgent, yields, but yields in vain, 

To what ſhe cannot from her ſelf obtain; 

That matchleſs Form was made to be admir'd, 

And ſhe is, in her own deſpight, defir'd : 

The youthful Phæbus courts her for his Bride, 

And loves too fiercely to be long deny'd. Hex ft 

With Hopes, he would not, for his Godhead, loſe, 

By his own Oracles deceiv'd, he woos, | 

As Fires, in ſpacious Fields of Stubble thrown, 

When the firſt Blaze of Flame is once begun, £ 

The Winds, with Fury, drive the Torrent on: 

So burns the God, and ſo receives the Fires, 

And ſooths with flattering Hopes, his fond Deſires, 
| WF 1 *7: "on 
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He ſees her Hair diſheyel'd on her Back, 

And part, in Circles, twining round her Neck. 
If fuch their Charms (diſorder'd thus) he cry'd, 
Ah! what if Nature were with Art * 8 

He ſees her ſparkling Eyes, that ſhine like Stars, 
But with an Influence far more ftrong than theirs, 
He ſees her balmy Lips, and longs to kits ; 
For, oh! he is not ſatisfy'd he fees. 

Her Hands and Arms fill his unweary'd Sight; 
He looks on all, with Wonder, and Delight. 
He ſees her ſnowy Thighs, her ſwelling Breaſt ; 
If ought lay hid, he Aff concludes it beſt : 
And yet, in vain is all the God can ſay, 


The dear, diſdainful Virgin will not ftay, | 8 


But flies the ſwifter, as ſhe hears him Gear. 
Stay, Daphne, ſtay, it is no Foe purſues, 

I follow not as luſtful Satyrs uſe: 

The trembling Deer fly from the Lyon ſo, 


The Lambs from Wolves, each from his mortal Foe, 


They, by their ſwift Purſuit, their Prey defign ; 
But Love, the tender'ſt Love occaſions mine. 
Beware, dear Maid, left any barb'rous Thorn 
Tear thoſe ſoft Limbs, too beauteous to be rorn. 
Rough are the Ways you follow with ſuch ſpeed, 
Ah! (6 beware, be cautious how you tread; 

Or ſtay, or do not make ſuch dangerous Haſte, 

I too will ſtay, or not purſue ſo faſt. 
Stay, Daphne, ſtay; ah! whither do you run? 
Alas! fond Nymph, you know not whom. you ſhun, 
No ruſtick lab'ring Hind, no Savage Swain, 

I keep no lowing Herds upon the Plain, 

Delphos, and Tenedos, my Rule obey, 

In ſeveral Iſles, I ſeveral Scepters ſway. 

All Nations offer Incenſe at my Shrine, 

And all thoſe Beams that light the World, are mine, 
Jove does acknowledge me his darling Son, 

And gives me Pow'r, the greateſt, next his own. 
I know what Time bears in her teeming Womb, 
And all that was, and is, and is to come. 


7 eos | oh 
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I teach ſoft Numbers to the Mighty Nine, 

The wond'rous Harmony they make, is mine. 
Sure are the Wounds J ſend from ev'ry Dart, 
But Love made ſurer, when he pierc'd my Heart, 
To the ſick Earth ſafe Remedies I give, 

Allotting Man a longer time to live; 

To me the uſe of ey'ry Herb is known, 

Vain Art, alas! ſince Love is cur'd by none. 

To all beſides they do their Aid afford, 

Unable only to relieve their Lord. 

Much more he would have told the flying Fair, 
But the regardleſs Virgin would not hear, ' 
With doubled Swiftneſs ſhe out-runs the Wind, 
And leaves his yet unfiniſh'd Speech behind. 

The Winds, that toſs'd her flowing Robes abroad, 
Show'd a whole Heav'n of Beauty to the God. 

Her naked Limbs to his full View diſplay d; 

The God, the raviſh'd God, ſaw all the Maid. 

Her ev'ry Step inflames his fierce Deſires, 

Her ev'ry Motion fans the raging Fires. 

Still the fair Nymph grew lovelier as ſhe fled, 
Looſe in the Air her Golden Locks were ſpread, 
And her Cheeks glow'd with an unuſual Red. 

Th' impatient God admits. no more Delay, 

And throws no more unheeded Words away: 
Stronger, his pliant Limbs he ſtrives to move, 
Love urges on, he takes new Force from Love, 
So the ſwift Greyhound, when his Game he views, 
With eager Stretch oer all the Plain purſues, 

Now comes ſo near, that he is forc'd to ſtoop, 
With the falſe Hopes he has to ſnatch her up. - 
The trembling Hare runs on, with dreadful doubt, 
Whether ſhe is already ſeiz'd,.or not: 
She uſes all her Art to help her Flight; 

And doubles, juſt enough to ſcape the Bite. 

So Daphne flies, wing'd with her Mortal Fear; 
Wing'd with his Love, ſo Phœbus follows her. 
But he ſtill gains Advantage in the Race, 
For Love redoubles his impetuous Pace. 
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With Arms expanded, he purſues the Fair, 
And plies his eager Feet ſo very near, > 
She feels his Breath warm thro” her flying Hair, 
Now, as her utmoſt Force was well-nigh ſpent, 
And her o'er-labour'd Legs. began tO Sint; | 
Her Courſe to that delightful Stream'fhe bends, 
Which from her. Father's Silver Urn deſcends : 
With moving Looks the Waters ſhe ſurveys, 

And thus the fad and lovely Suppliant prays. 

Oh! ſave me yet, ere Iam quite betray'd, 

Exert your Godhead, and preſerve a Maid. 

To ſome new Form change my too charming Shape, 
Or let me loſe my Being, to eſcape, © 
Immediate Grant was giyen her, as ſhe pray'd, 

And ſudden Numneſs thro' her Limbs was ſpread ; 
Thin Films o'er all her lovely Frame are caſt, 

And with cloſe Folds they compaſs in her Waſte. 
Her Hair to Leayes, her Arms to Branches ſhoot, 
Her Feet, depriv'd of Swiftneſs, form the Root; 
"Her beauteous Head chang'd to the leafy top, 

And yet not wholly, ere the God came up. 

For now he ran with more immoderate Speed, 
But not with haſte enough t' embrace the Maid, 
Still lovely, tho* of human Shape bereft, 

And he till loves her, in the ſhape ſh' has left. 

He lays his Hand upon the new-made Plant, 
While yet her Heart, beneath the Rind, did pant; 
He claſp'd her, with the thought of what ſh' bad been, 
And, oh! he wiſh'd her ftill the ſame, as then; 
With the ſame Scorn his Kiſſes ſhe diſdain'd, 
Her Scorn, alas! was all ſhe ſtill retain'd. 

1 have thee now, ſuch as thou art, he cry'd, 

And thou ſhalt be my Tree, tho“ not my Bride. 
My Quiver ſhall be hung upon thy Boughs, 

And thy dear Leaves be. wreath'd about my Brows, 
Thou ſhalt the Heads of Demi-Gods adorn, 


And be by Poets, and their Heroes, worn; 
When Cæſar ſhall from vanquiſh'd Nations come, 
Drawn in his Chariot thro* the Streets of Rome; 
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When to the 1 Spoils they bring, 

And Io Paans make the aha ring : x 
Then, planted at Auguſtus gilded Doors, 

Thou, like a Houſhold-God, ſhalt 728 his Floors, 
And as the Treſſes on my Youthful Head | 
Keep their firſt Luſtre ſtill, and never fade: 

The verdant Beauty of thy Leaves ſhall laſt, 

Not to be wither'd by the Winter's Blaſt, . 
Thus the God finiſh'd, and the Laurel bow'd 

Her Branches down, to thank the bounteous God. 


* 
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To the Right Honourable CHARLES, 
Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex, &c. 


By Mr. CHARLES HOPPEINSò. 


. Nature does in new-born Infants frame, 

With their firſt Speech, their careful Foſt'rer's 
Name; | 32" IT'D 

Whoſe needful Hands their daily Food provide, 

And by whoſe Aid they have their Wants ſupply'd: 

You are, my Lord, the Poet's earlieſt Theme, 

And the firſt Word he ſpeaks, is Dorſet's Name. 

To You the Praiſe of every Muſe is due, 

For ev'ry Muſe is kept alive by You, 

Their boaſted Stream, from your rich Ocean pours, , 

And all. the Helicon they drink, is yours.. 

What other Subject can the Muſes chuſe, 

Or who beſides is worthy of a Muſe ? 

They ſhall to future Ages make you known, 

Their Verſe ſhall give you Fame; but more, your own: 

Immortal Wit ſhall its great Patron boaſt, 44 

When others, of an equal Rank, are loft, 

While eating Time all other Tombs devours, 

No Mauſoleum ſhall endure, but yours. 

Life to your ſelf, by your own Verſe, you give, 

And only you, and whom you pleaſe; ſhall liye; 

| Thus, 
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Thus, you muſt Naſſau's God-like Acts proclaim, 
And, Ather than his Trumpets, ſound his Fame. 
Whoſe hundred Mouths of nothing elſe ſhall tell, 
But him who fought, and him who ſung ſo well, 
Ey'n after Death, you ſhall your Honours ſhare, 
You, for improving Wit, and He, for War. 
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Part of the Story of JurirER and Eurora: 
From the latter End of the Second Book of 
_ Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 


B) Mr. CRAAIES HopkINs, 


G does always our Deſires oppoſe, 

> And Majeſty, and Love, are Mortal Foes, 

Jove knew too well it hinder'd the Deſign, 

He could not compaſs in 4 Form Divine. 

He caſts his Eagle off, and Royal Crown, 

And lets his Bolts fall to the Pavement down. 

Diveſted thus, he quits the bleſt Abode, 

Without one Mark left to reveal the God : 

He that was wont to Reign, and Rule on High, 

And ſhake the World with Thunder from the Sky; 

Of all the Gods, the moſt ador'd and fear'd, 

Now changes to a Bull, and joins the Herd. 

Large Curls adorn'd his Front, and hid his Creſt, 

Of all, he ſeem'd by far the nobleft Beaſt, 

By ſomething ſtill diftinguiſh'd from the reſt. 

His Whiteneſs did the new-fal'n Snow excel, 

While it remains unſully'd, as it fell. 

His Horns were ſmall, like glitt'ring Jewels bright, 

And ſeem'd deſign'd for Beauty more than Fight, 

His peaceful Look no ſigns o Pry ſhows, 

He wears no marks of Terror on his Brows. 

The Royal Maid beheld him with Delight, | 

Surpris'd with Pleaſure at th” unufnal Sight ; 
| | det 
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Yet was her Pleaſure firſt allay'd with Fear, 
'Till by degrees at laſt, advancing near, | 
With Flow'rs, more welcome than his heay'aly Food, 
(Giv'n by thoſe Hands) ſhe fed the raviſh'd God. 
Softly, with ſecret Joy, thoſe Hands he preſt, 
And, too too eager to be wholly bleſt, > 
Hardly, ah! hardly he forbears the reſt, 
Now with large Leaps he bounds upon the Land,. 
Anon, he rolls along the Golden Sand, : 
As her Fears vaniſh'd, ſhe approach'd the Beaſt, 
And vent'ring farther, ſtroak d his Panting Breaſt, 
And crown'd his Horns with Flow'rs; too vent'rous- 

at the leaſt. a | 
More Favours thus th' unwary Nymph beſtow'd, 
Than ſhe had giv'n him, had he ſeem'd a God. 
Still daring more, down on his Back fhe fate; 
Alas! ſhe knew not who ſuſtain'd her Weight. 
Then, then the God roſe with his wiſh'd-for Prey, 
And, wing'd with his Succeſs, ſoon reach'd' the Sea. 
Vain were her Cries, all her. Reſiſtance yain, 
While Jove in Triumph bore her through the Main. 
She caſt her Eyes on the forfaken Coaſt, | 8 
Which leſſen'd, 'till the View was wholly loft. 
She {igh'd, and wept, and Jook'd deſpairing back, | 
Yet ſtill ſhe held his Hoens, ſtill claſp'd his Neck: 1 
While with the Winds her looſer Garments flow'd, | 
And ſpread a grateful Cov'ring o'er the God. 


—_— 


By Mr. CHARLES Hor kINs. 


IN vain, my Friend, fo often I remove, 

I find that Abſence ſtill encreaſes Love; 
The barbarous Foe, like an ingrateful Gueſt, 
Too ſtrongly lodg'd; poſſeſſes all my Breaſt, 
Gladly I ſuffer'd him to ſhare.my Soul, 

But now the Traitor has uſurp'd it whole: 
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1 burn with Pains, too great to be endur'd, ' 

And yet I neither can, nor would be cur'd. 

In other IIls, all Remedies we try; 

But, fond of this, we grow content to die} 

For all were uſeleſs here to help my Grief, 

And I ſhould ftrive in yain, to find Relief. 

In vain I ruſh'd amidſt the Thund'ring War, 
Endeayour'd, all in yain, to meet it there 

In all the heat of Fight I thought on her. 

If conqu'ring Camps refus'd to give me Eaſe, 
The Town, at my Return, affords me leſs. | 
Without Concern, its Wealth and Pomp I ſee, 
And all its Pleaſures are but loſt on me; 

If, with my Friends, 1 ſhould to Plays reſort, 
Without a Smile 1 ſee the Comick Sport. 

I mingle no Applauſes with the Pit, 

Nor mind the Action, nor the Author's Wit. 

I ſee the ſhining Beauties fit around, 

But have no room left for another Wound. 

I fly for Refuge to the Country now, 

But that is ſavage, and denies it too. 

Retirement ſtill foments the raging Fire, {ſpire 
And Trees, and Fields, and Floods, and Verſe con- 
To ſpread the Flame, and heighten the Deſire, 
Wildly I range the Woods, and trace the Groyes, 
To ey'ry Oak I tell my hopeleſs Loves; 

Torn by my Paſſion, to the Earth I fall, 

I kneel to all the Gods, I pray to all! 
Nothing but Eccho anſwers to my Prayer, 

And ſhe ſpeaks nothing, but Deſpair, . Deſpair, 

I give relentleſs Heay'n this laſt Reply, 

I do deſpair, and will reſolve to die. 
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The Storyof CinNyRAs and MyYRRHA: 
From the Tenth Book of OV ID's 
Metamorphoſes. 


By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS. 


AR, far from hence, you virtuous Maids remove, 
Fly from a Story of inceſtuous Loye, 
Be not a Father, nor his Daughter, near; 
1 ſing of things unfit for ſuch to hear. 
But ihould you liſten, and belieye them true, 
Believe the Vengeance that attends them too. 
If Sin could reach to ſuch a diſmal height, 
And Nature ſuffer an Abuſe ſo great; 
Yet when ſhe bore ſo monſtrous an Offence, 
'Tis well the Scene was laid remote from hence. 
From vengeful Gods our World 3 ſtands, 
There are no Judgments due to guiltleſs Lands. 
| Her Gums and, Perfumes, let Arabia boaſt, 
| Forgetful of the mighty Price they coſt. 
While Myrrha ſpreads her impious Branches there, 
Her Sweets are purchas'd at a Rate too dear. 
The God of Love, to clear himſelf from Blame, 
Denies he gave the Wound, or rais'd the Flame, 
The Brands of Furies kindled this Deſire, 
And thy devoted Boſom did inſpire ; 
With a large ſhare of their Infernal Fire, 
To hate your Father, were a dreadful Fate; 
And yet to love him thus, is worſe than Hate. 
Look on the Princes of the ſhining Eaſt, 
Whoſe only Strife is, who ſhould pleaſe you beſt. 
| By the look Fame of conqu'ring Beauty led, 
A Royal Troop of Lovers court your Bed : 
From So * World, chuſe one, and make him 
eit; 
Excepting one, take any of the reſt. a 
| | © 
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Defend me, Piety; preſerve me, Heav'n. 
Expel this raging Paſſion from my Soul, 


Chuſe as they pleaſe, and as they pleaſe they change, 


And as ſhe prompts them, they improve 


1 might have been, of all I love, poſſeſt; 
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She was too conſcious of her impious Love, 
Which, when ſhe long had labour'd to remoye, 


Her laſt Recourſe was to the Pow'rs above. 
By what reſiſtleſs Fury am I driv'n? 


Oh! let me never act a Crime fo foul. 

If that's a Crime, which yet your partial Pow'rs 
Allow to ev'ry Kind they form, but ours, 

All Creatures elſe without Diſtinction join, 

Regard no Limits, and reſpect no Line. 

The feather'd Kind fly mingling with their Young, 
Birds pair with Birds, from whom of late they ſprung, 
The lawleſs Herds in flow'ry Paſtures feed, 

And, by promiſcuous Leaps, encreaſe their Breed. 
Unbounded, o'er the ſpacious Plains they range, 


Wiſely, with Nature, happy Brutes . 
eir Joy: 


But, fooliſh Man againſt himſelf conſpires, 
Inyenting Laws, to curb his free Deſires. 
Induſtrious to deſtroy his own Content, 

He makes thoſe Bars, which Nature never meant, 
Yet there are Nations, no ſuch Cuſtoms bind; 
Where Men, and Women, all in common join'd, 
With doubled Love, exalt their gen'rous Kind : 
Where Daughters with indulgent Fathers wed, 
And, without Scandal, mount the Genial Bed. 
Had my Stars plac'd my Birth in ſuch a Clime, 

I might have had my Wiſh without a Crime, 


Like them I had enjoy'd, like them been bleſt. 
Hence, Impious Thoughts, from my diſtracted Brain; 
Be gone all Hopes, ſince all, alas! are vain. 
Tho” he poſſeſſes Charms enough, to move 
The coldeſt Virgin to the Warmth of Love; 
Yet to that Warmth my Paſſion muſt nor riſe, 
For I muſt view him with a Daughter's Eyes. 
Were I not ſo, all my Deſires were free: 
Alas! it is a Sin in none but me. 
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Engag'd already, in too ſtrict a Tie, 

1 might be nearer, were I not ſo nigh. 

Should Piety adviſe me to remove, 

Where I might poſlibly forget my Love; 

In vain I ſhould endeayour to be gone, 

Compell'd to ſtay, by what I ſeek to ſhun. | 
Still to be preſent in his lovely Sight, 2 
still gaze on him, in whom my Eyes delight, 

Talk, touch, and kiſs, do more, if more I might, 
Wretch that I am! ah! whither do I run? 

Is there not too too much already done? 

How would the Act all Ties of Blood confound, 

And think, oh! think, how would your Titles ſound? 
Your Father's Whore, a Mother to the Son, | 
Born of your Mother; Siſter: to your own. 

Oh! what Remorſe will ſuch an Action bring, 

How fiercely will a guilty Conſcience ſting ? 

How will the Furies haunt your anxious Breaſt, | 
And rob your Soul of her Eternal Reſt? 

Advance their Torches to your dazled Sight, 

By Day in Viſions, and in Dreams by Night? 

Since then, Divine and Human Laws forbid 

Our Bodies e'er ſhould join in ſuch a Deed, 

Let not the Thought it ſelf Reception find, 


But baniſh it, for eyer, from your Mind, 

Could you reſolve, were you fo loſt to Shame; 

Durſt you attempt a Deed, you dare not name! 

Still, the foul Crime would his Concurrence want, 

Which he, ah! too too good, will never grant. 

Oh! that I could my ſelf from Love redeem, 

Or that an equal Fury reign'd in him. | 

In Thoughts like theſe the beauteous Virgin mus'd, + 
0; Now blam'd her guilty Paſſion, now excus'd, 

n the mean time th' ambitious Rivals.ſtroye 
To court the Father for the Daughter's Love: 
He, at a Loſs which Prince he ſhould prefer, 
Where all deſerv'd alike, conſults with her: 
He makes their Fortunes, Names, and Titles known, 
But hides his Thoughts, and leaves her to her own, 
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Fix'd on his Eyes, the Maid her Silence kept, 
And, wrack'd with ſecret Tortures, bluſh'd and wept. 
He, thinking this th' Effect of Virgin Fears, | Tears, 
Kiſs'd her drown'd Cheeks, and 1 her owing 
The welcome Kiſs ſhot thro' her raviſh'd Soul, 
And almoſt caus'd her to reveal the whole, 
_ his former Queſtion he renews, 

hat Choice ſhe made, where ſhe had ſuch to chuſe, 
Frequent Demands this ſhort Confeſſion drew, 
Him I like moſt, who moſt reſembles you. 
But he, good Man, by Piety betray'd, 
Miſtakes the Meaning, and commends the Maid : 
Believes thoſe Words did from her Duty flow, 
And bids her to continue ever ſo. 
While on the Ground her guilty Looks ſhe bent; 
For ſhe knew better what her Anſwer meant. 
Twas Midnight now, and Mankind lay refreſht ; 
They, and their Cares, in Univerſal Reſt : 
But Myrrha wakes, ſcorch'd with impetuous Fires, 
And ſtruggles to reſiſt her fierce Deſires. 
Deſpair, and Shame, Hope, Fear, and Fury roul, 
And work a Tempeſt in her troubled Soul. 
Like fighting Winds, tumultuous Paſſions mix, 
Toſs to and fro, and know not where to fix. 
As in a ſpacious Wood, a ſtately Oak, 
That labours long beneath the Axe's Stroke, 
With the laſt Blow, nods ere its dreadful Fall, 
And threatning every fide, is fear'd on all. 
So roll the Thoughts in her uncertain Mind; 
And now to Virtue, now to Vice inclin'd: 
Death was the only Choice ſhe could approve, 
Death, a leſs Ill, as well as End of Love. 
When ftrait her trembling Hands a Girdle tye 

To the tall Roof, where The deſigns to dye. | 
Then fix'd the Nooſe, and finking from the Beam, 
With her laſt Words invok'd her Father's Name. 
Farewel, ſhe cry'd, dear Cinyras, farewel ; 
Learn by my Death, what now I dare not tel]. 
The broken Murmurs reach'd her Nurſe's Ears, 


Lodg'd in a ſmall Apartment joining hers ; 


Who, 
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Who, with Amazement, ſtarting from her Bed, 

Runs to the Doors of the deſpairing Maid, | 
Where enter'd, by the glimm'ring Taper's Light, 
Her trembling Eyes diſcern the diſmal Sight, 

And a loud Shriek proclaims her mortal Fright, 

Feebly ſhe haſtes to ſnatch her from her Fate, {| Weight. 
And, with ſtretch'd Hands, takes down the lovely 
Then firſt ſhe found the Leiſure to lament, 
Her Words had Utt'rance, and her Tears a Vent. 
Cloſely her aged Arms her Charge embrace, 

With Floods of Woe ſhe bathes her beauteous Face, 
And Streams from Myrrha's Eyes kept equal Pace. 
Tell me your Griefs, ſhe cry'd, my Royal Care, 
Tell what occaſions this accurs'd Deſpair. 

Her killing Anguiſh no Return afford, 

Tears blind her Eyes, and Groans ſuppreſs her Words. 
New Fury works her riſing Paſſions high, 

Now doubled, by her vain Attempt to die. 

Still the good Nurſe all ſoft Endearments us'd, 

In hopes to learn, what ſhe was ſtill refus'd. 
Turn here, ſhe cries, look. on theſe ſilyer Hairs, 
Grown thus, alas, with Sorrow, more than Years. 
Look on theſe Breaſts, whence your firſt Food you drew; 
Theſe Hands, ſo often tir'd in holding you. 

Think on that Fondneſs, thoſe indulgent Cares, 

With which I rear'd you in your tender Years, 

All theſe Perſuaſions unregarded dye, 
Or Tears, or Sighs, were all the fad Reply. 

Repulſe, upon Repulſe, with Grief ſhe bore, 

Yet ſtill infiſts, refolv'd to hazard more. 

Let my paſt Services, ſays ſhe, entreat, 

And do not, do not think me uſeleſs yet. 

In me repoſe your Cares, on me rely, 

On one 5 tender, ſo concern'd as 1. 

Your Ills, to what ſad height ſo ever grown, 

Shall quickly be redreſs'd, or never known. 

Madneſs by ſacred Numbers is expell'd, 

And Magick will to ſtronger Magick yield. 

If the dire Wrath of Heay'n this Fury rais'd, 

Heay'n is, with Sacrifice and Pray'r, appeas'd. 

0, From 
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From what Cauſe elſe can theſe Diſorders grow 
In a ſmooth Tide your riſing Fortunes flow, 

No Loſs, your Subjects, or your Friends ſuſtain, 
No Wars diſturb your Father's peaceful Reign. 
The Mention of that dear, that fatal Name, 
Swell'd her loud Sighs, and ſpread her raging Flame, 
Yet in the Nurſe this no Suſpicion moy'd 

Of ſuch a Crime, tho? ſhe perceiy'd ſhe lov'd. 
Now, more than ever, her Deſires encreaſt, 
Having obtain'd ſo much, to learn the reſt: 

With trembling Arms ſhe claſps the weeping Maid, 
And in her Lap reclin'd her lovely Head. 

I know thou lov'ſt, ſthe cry'd, no more conceal 

A Truth, which Virgins need not bluſh to tell. 
Long ſince, its Nature and its Force I knew, 

And cannot wonder at it, now, in you. 

Yet tho* you love, you have no Cauſe to grieve; 
Could 1 no Counſel, no Aſſiſtance give, 5 
You, your own Birth, and Beauty, would relieve. 
Your Chains no Monarch would refuſe to wear, 
Of no Imperial Crown need you deſpair, 
Should not your Father, whom you chuſe, approye, 
He ſhall be till a Stranger to your Love. 

Again, that Name a cruel Image brought 

Of dreadful Guilt to her diſtrated Thought, 
Fiercely ſhe roſe, and ſpringing to the Bed, | 
Be gone without Reply, be gone, ſhe ſaid, 

Spare the Confuſion of a wretched Maid, 

Uſe no Entreaties to me more, but go; 

You ask me that, which 'twere a Sin to know. 
Strange Terrors on the Aged Matron ſeize, 

Who, falling proſtrate at the Virgin's Knees, 

No Arguments, that might prevail, forgets; 

But plies her, now with Flatt'ry, now with Threats, 
Conjures her to diſcover all her Woes, 

Or menaces to publiſh all ſhe-knows, 

Faintly, at that, her mournful Head ſhe rears, 
And bathes her Nurſe's Boſom with her Tears. 
Oft would the fatal Secret have reveal'd, 

Which Guilt, and conſcious Shame, as oft with-held. 
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When hiding with her Robes, her bluſhing Look, 
As loth her 71 to hear the Words ſhe ſpoke; 
Thus much, at laſt, confus'dly ſhe expreſt: 
Oh! Mother, in your envy'd Nuptials bleſt ! | 
There breaks abruptly off; and ſpoke in Groans 
the reſt. ; 

Cold Tremblings chill'd the Matron's frozen Blood, 
And her faint Legs ſcarce bear their ſhaking Load; 
Her hoary Hairs upright with Horror riſe, 
And ghaſtly Fears ſtar'd wildly in her Eyes. 
All that ſhe ought, in ſuch a Caſe, ſhe ſaid; 
But, all in vain, endeavour'd to diſſuade. 
The Maid liv'd only, that ſhe might enjoy; 
And, if that fail'd, ſhe ſtill knew how to die. | 
The Thoughts of ſo much Guilt diſtract the Nurſe ; 
But Myrrha's threaten'd Death confounds her worſe, 
Live, and poſſeſs, ſhe cry'd; there paus'd with Shame, 
Not harden'd yet enough, to add a Father's Name. 
Now the fix'd Time for Ceres* Feaſt was near, 
Obſerv'd by Cyprian Matrons once a Lear: 
All in their white and ſpotleſs Garments dreſt ; 
| Such as denoted Innocence the beſt. 

Deny'd, the ſpace of theſe myſterious Rites, 

The Touch of Man, nine whole reyolving Nights. 

The * in Perſon, does the Pomp adorn, 

All off ring grateful Gifts of early Corn. 

Thus, from his Bed, his beauteous Partner gone, 
N The Widow'd King poſſeſs'd it all alone, 

The Nurſe, too diligent in Ill, would miſs 

No Opportunity, that ſerv'd like this. 

She went, and found, to fayour her Deſign, 

The vigorous Prince already warm with Wine; 

Then tells him of a Maid with wondrous Charms, 
. A Miſtreſs, worthy of a Monarch's Arms. 

Her Face, and Form, with Myrrha's ſhe compares, 
In Beauty equal, and of equal Years. ; 
The King new Paſſion from her Praiſes caught, 
And, all inflam'd, commands her to be brought, 
Swift, with the dreadfiil Meſſage ſhe return'd = IS, 


I 


And found the lovely Nymph, where ſtill ſhe mourn” 
en | Re- 


No real Joys on her Succeſs attend, | 


Now Fear, now Joy, uſurp'd the Sov'raign Seat, 
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Rejoice, ſhe cry'd, th approaching Night ſhall crown 
All your Deſires, the Conqueſt is your own. 


Of which her Soul preſag'd ſome diſmal End; 
Her lab'ring Heart with diff rent Motions beat; 


And, long contending, made the Tumult great, 

All Doubts, at length, reſiſtleſs Love deſtroys, 

And left a fatal Room for impious Joys. 

The Day was fled, and no bright Tracks remain'd, 
But, thro* whole Nature, Night and Silence reign'd, 
On goes the deſp'rate Virgin, to purſue 

A Crime too foul, for Heav'n's chaſte Eyes to yiew. 
The Silver Moon, averſe to ſuch a Sight, 

Fled from her darken'd Orb, no Streak of Light, 
No glimm'ring Star ſhot through the diſmal Night. 


Thrice, in loud Screams of Woe, the Screech-Owls 1 
mourn, 5 | 7 
And thrice ſhe falls, to warn her to return. \ 
No Bodings could the vent'rous Maid recall, F 
Reſoly'd on Ruin, ſhe contemns them all. * 
The Darkneſs of the Night diſpell'd her Fears, ”) 
While not a Bluſh, for her bold Crime appears, H 
One Hand upon her Nurſe ſupported lay, 80 
Holding her other ſtretch'd to feel the Way. B. 
Soon, with bold Steps, to the dire Room ſhe comes; Li 
But, ſoon as enter'd all her Fears reſumes; Ar 
Courage her Heart, and Blood her Face forſook ; 
Her bending Knees on one another ſtrook, Tut 
And ev'ry looſen'd Joint with Horror ſhook. Ye 
Her working Thoughts a livelier Proſpect drew Or 
Of Guilt, more dreadful at a nearer View. x All 
Increaſing Fear quite damps her impious Fire, But 
Who, now grown cold, and dead to all Deſire, ] 
Repents her Crime, and would, unknown, retire, WI 
But now the Nurſe urg'd on th' unwilling Maid; She 
Till coming where th' impatient King was laid, And 
Receive, ſhe cries, a Virgin wholly thine, The 
On 


And then, oh! Breach of all things Sacred and Diyine! 
In 'Helliſh Luft, Father and Daughter join, 


He, 


ſ 
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He, as leſs guilty, felt the leſs of Fear, 
And, in the midſt of Horror, comforts her. 
He call'd her Daughter, as if that expreſt 
His tender Love, and diff rent Age, the beſt. 
She us'd th*-endearing Name of Father too, 
And. each gave Titles to their Inceſt due. | 
Full of her Father, now ſhe leaves his Bed, 
Her impious Womb ſwoln with inceſtuous Seed, 73 
Where Crimes unknown, and monſtrous V ices breed, 
Next Night their guilty - Pleaſures they repeat; 
Another follow'd, and another yet; | 
When he, deſirous to behold, at laſt, | | 
The ſoft kind Nymph» whom he ſo oft embrac'd, _ 
With a Torch, lighted at a fatal time, TTY 
Diſcern'd at once his Daughter, and his Crime. 
His Rage, and Grief, no room for Words afford; 
But ſpeechleſs at the ſight, he ſnatch'd his Sword: 
Frighted ſhe flies, aſſiſted by the Night, 
Whoſe Darkneſs ſhelter'd, and ſecur'd her Flight. 
Far from her Country, and thoſe conſcious Fields, 
Unknown, 42 on through ſpacious Wilds: 
Till, with the Burden in her Womb oppreſt, 
Her ſtaggering» Limbs requir'd their needful Reſt: 
Scarce knowing What to pray for, and at ſtrife, 
Betwixt tlie fear of Death and hate of Life; 
Long ſhe reyoly'd on what ſhe thought might move, 
And thus, at laſt, invokes the Pow'rs above, 
On you, great Gods, in theſe Extreams I call ; 
Juſt is your Vengeance, I deſerve it all, 
Yet, leſt alive I ſhou'd Infection ſpread, 
Or my foul Guilt, in Death, pollute the dead, 
Allow my wretched Life no longer Date, 
But, by ſome Change, deny me either State. 
Here, the fair Penitent concludes her Pray'rs, 
Which Heav'n (ſtill open to Confeſſion) hears. 


She feels her Legs now cover'd with the Ground, 


And her numb'd Feet in welcome Fetters bound. 
The { reading Root ſhoots downward from her Toes, 
Ou which the, lofty Bole ſupported grows; , _, 
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To Pith her Marrow turns, her Bones to Wood, 
Fed by the Sap, which was of late the Blood. 

Her Arms great Boughs, her Fingers form the ſmall, 
Her once ſoft Skin, now harden'd, covers all. 
Now her big Womb the riſing Bark ſuppreſt, 
Which now creeps higher o'er her panting Breaſt, 
When ſhe, impatient in her Change to loſe 

Her hated Being, and her cruel Woes, 

Sunk down within the Tree; 'whoſe;cloſing Top, 
For ever lock'd her charming Beauties up. | 
Who, tho' ſhe loſt all other Senſe with Like, 

She ſtill retains that wretched one of Grief, 

Her laſting Sorrows in her Tears are ſhown, 
Which from her Bark courſe one another down. 
Thoſe Tears are precious too, and keep the Name 
Of that unhappy Fair One, whence they came. 


** 1 TY 2 8 * — 
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The Old Man's Ir ib. 


F I live to grow old, as I find I go don, 
Let this be my Fate in a Country Town: 
May I have a warm Houfe, with a Stone at my Gate, 
And a cleanly young Girl to rub my bald Pate. 
May I govern my Paſſion with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears away, 
Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle decay. 


— 


In a Country Town, by a murmuring Brook, 

With th' Ocean at diſtance on which I may look; 

With a ſpacious Plain without Hedge or Stile, 

And an eaſie Pad-Nag to ride out a Mile. 
May I govern, &c. r 


With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more 
Of the beſt Wits that liv'd in the Ages before; 
With a Diſh of Roaſt-Mutton, not Ven'fon nor Tea, 
And clean tho“ courfe Linnen at ev'ry Meal, 
AM I govern, &c. a ä 
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With a Pudding on Sunday, aud ſtout humming Liquor, 
And Remnants of Latin to puzzle the Vicar; 
With a hidden Reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 
To drink the King's Healch as oft as we dine. 

May 1 govern, "6c. RAe 


With a Courage undaunted may I face my laſt Day, 
And when 1 am dead may the better fort ſay, low, 
In the Morning when ſober, in the EV'ning when mel- 
He is gone, and han't left behind him his Fellow. 
For he govern'd his Paſſion with an abſolute ſway, 
And grew wiſer and better as his Strength wore away, 
Without Gout or Stone, by-a gentle dap. | 


_ 
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Prologue, polen at Court before the 
Queen on ber Majefiy's Birth. Day. 
Gine forth, ye Planets, with difinguiſh'd Light, 


As when ye hallow'd firſt this Happy Niglit; 
Again tranſmit your Friendly Beams to Earth, 
e, As when Britannia joy'd for AN N A's Birth. 
And thou, kind Star, whoſe Tutelary Pow'r 
1 Guided the future Monarch's Natal Hour, 


Only leſs hleſs'd than Cynthia and the Sun: 

With thy fair Aſpect ſtill illuſtrate Heav'n, 

Kindly 8 what thou haſt greatly giv'n. 

Thy Influence for thy ANNA we implore;z 
Prolong one Life, and Britain asks no more. 

For what can Virtue more to Man exprefs, 

Than to be great in War, and good in Peace? 
What further Thought of Bleſſing can we frame, 
Than that That Virtue ſhould be ſtill the ſane ? 
Entire and ſure the Monarch's Rule muſt prove, 
Who founds her Greatneſs on her Subjects Love; 
Who does our Homage for our Good require, 


a), Thy radiant de for ever rung - 
l i 


© 


And orders that WHieh we ſhould firſt deſire, 


* 
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Our yanquiſh'd Wills that pleaſing Force obey; 3 
Her Goodneſs takes our 3 away, 5 
And haughty Britain yields to Arbitrary Sway. 

Let the young Auſtrian then her Terrors bear, 
Great as He is, Her Delegate in War; 
Let him in Thunder ſpeak to both his Spains, 
That in theſe-dreadful Iſles a Female reigns. 
Whilſt the bright Queen does on her Subjects ſhow's 
The gentle Bleſſings of her ſofter Pow'r; 


- - Gives glorious Morals to a vicious Age, 


To Temples Zeal, and Manners to the Stage: 

Bids the chaſte Muſe without a Bluſh appear, 

And Wit be that which Heav'n and ſne may hear, 
Minerva thus to Perſeus lent her Shield, 

Secure of Conqueſt, ſent him to the Fieldſjj 

Told him how barb'rous Rage ſhould be reſtrain'd, 

And bid him execute what ſhe ordain d. 

Mean-time the Deity in Tem les ſate, 

Fond of her native Grecians future Fate; 

Taught 'em in Laws and Letters to excel, 

In ating juſtly, and in writing well. | 
Thus whilſt the Goddeſs did her Pow'r diſpoſe 

The World was freed from Tyrants, Wars and W oes 5 


Virtue was taught in Verſe, and Athens roſe, 


The Firſt of Elegy of the Firſt Buck 
of T1BULLUS. 


By Mr. CHARLES HOP EINS. 


17 T others add to their encreaſing Store, 

Till their full Coffers can receive no more 
Let them plow Land on Land, and Field on Field, 
And reap whate'er the teeming Earth can yield; | 
Whom neighb'ring Foes in conſtant Terror keep, 
Diſturb their Labours, and diſtract their Sleep: 
Me, may my e from Strife, 

Ja ſloathful Safety, and an eaſie Life, 

220 | | While 


e e.. : a A pon 


MiscrLLAN Y Po EMVSs. 1%: 


While my ſmall Houſe ſhields off the Winter Sky, 
And daily Fires my glowing Hearth ſupply ;-- _ 
While the due Seaſon yields me ripen'd Corn, 

And cluſter'd Grapes my loaden'd Vines adorn; 
While, with delight, my Country Wealth I view, 
And my pleas'd Hande their willing Task purſue, & 
still, as one Vine decays, to plant a new. 
Here, I repine not to advance the Prong, 

And chitle, and drive the ſluggiſn Herds along; 

Nor am aſham'd to lift a — Tarn 

On the cold Ground, forſaken of her Dam. 

Duely, the annual Feſtivals 1 Keep | 
To purge my Shepherd. and to cſeanſe my Sheep, 
To pay the uſual Off 2 of a Swain, | 
To the 1 Goddeſs of the Plain: 

Whom I adore, however ſhe appears, 

A Stock, or Stone, whatever Form ſhe wears 

To all our Country Deities 'I ſhew + 7” 
Religious Zeal,” and give to all their due, 

The firſt fair Product of the fertile Earth, 

To the kind Pow'r, whoſe Fayour brings it forth. 
To Ceres Garlands of the ripeſt Corn, +: y 
Which, hung in Wreaths, her Temple Gates adorh, 
Pears, Apples, on Priapus are beſtow'd, 

My Garden Fruits, giv'n to my Garden God, 

You too, my 'Lares,. ſhall your Gifts receive, 

And ſhare the little that I've left to give. . 

6 Once in full Tides you knew my Fortunes flow, 

But at their loweſt Ebb you ſee them now. 

then had large and numerous Lands to boaſt, 
Your Care is leſſen'd now, as they are loſt: 

Then a fat Calf, a Victim us'd to fall, 

Now from my little Flock a Lamb is all, 

That till ſhall bleed, and for the reſt atone, 

And that you. ſtill may challenge as your own. 

Round which our Yourh ſhall pray, YouPow'rs Divine, > | 


Bleſs with your Smiles our Labours, and aſſign 
Fields full of Corn, a Vintage full of Wine. 
Hear us, ye kind propitious Lares, hear, 
Nor ſlight our Preſents, nor reject our Pray'r: _. 
K 3 | Tie 
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Take the ſmall Off rings of as ſmall a Board, 
Nor ſcorn the Drink our Earthen Cups afford; 
Whoſe uſe at firſt from Country — — came, 
And Nature firſt inſtructed them to t. 
Let from my flender Folds the Thieves abſtain; 
They ought not to attempt ſo a Swain. 

1 do not beg to have my Wealth reſtor'd, 
Again of large Eſtates the reſtleſs Lord. 
All my Ambition is alone to fave =» 
The little All my Fortune pleas'd to leave; 
Nor ſhall J &er repine, while Fate allows 2 


A little Corn and Wine, a little Houſe, 

And a (mall Bed for Pleaſure and Repoſe. 

How am J raviſh'd in my Delia's Arms 

To lye, and liften to the Winter Storms ? 

Securely in my little Cottage ſtow'd, 

Hear the bleak: Winds, and Tempeſts fing abroad; 
And while around whole Nature ſeems to weep, 
By the ſoft falling Rain be lull'd afleep. : 
This be my Fate, this all my wiſh'd-for Bliſs, 
And I can live, ye Gods! content. with this. 

Let others by their Toils their Fortunes raife : 
They merit Wealth, who feek it thro” the Seas. 
Pleas'd with my ſmall; but yet ſufficient Store, 

1 wou'd not take their Pains to purchaſe more, 

1 wou'd not dwell on the'tempeſtuous' Main, 

Nor make their Voyages, to meet their Gain. 
But ſafe at home, ſtreteh'd on à graſſy Bed, 5 


Where the Tree caſts a cool refreſhing Shade, 
Free from the Mid-day Hear, recline my Head. 
Cloſe by che Banks of a clear River ye, 
And hear the Silver Stream glide murm'ring by. 
Oh! rather periſh all the Mines of Gold. 
And all the Riches, Barth and Ocean hold; 
Than any Maid ſhou'd my long Abſenee mourn; 
Or grow impatient for my wilh'd Return, | 
You, my Meffala, in the Field delight,” ' 
War is your Province, all your Pride to fight. 
From Sea, and Land, crown'd with Succefs you come, 
And bring your fur-feteh'd Spoils in Trium —_ | 
2 = While 
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While I, detain'd by Delia's conqu'ring Charms, 
Enjoy no Honours, and endure no Hatcms. 

1, who from all ambitious Thoughts am fre, 
Or all, my Delia, are to live with thee; | * 
With thee, to lengthen out my ſlothful Days, J 
Wrapt in fafe Quiet, and inglorious Zaſe, $ 
Alike deſpiſing Infamy, and Praiſe, 

With thee, I cou'd my ſelf to Work apply, 

Submit to any Toil, ſo thou wert by. 

With my own Hands my own Poſſeſſions till, 

Drive my own Herds, ſo thou wert with me ſtill. 
With thee, no Drudg'ry wou'd uneaſie be, 

All wou'd be ſoften'd with the Sight of thee; - 

And if my longing Arms might thee embrace, 

Tho' on the cold hard Earth, or rugged Graſs, 

The mighty Pleaſure wou'd endear the Place, 

Who can in ſofteſt Down be reckon'd bleſt, 

Whoſe unſuggefsful Love deſtroys his Ret ? 

When, ger the purple Cov'rings of his Bed, 

Nor the fair Plumes that nod above his Head, 

Nor all his ſpacious Fields, nor pleaſant Houſe, 
Nor purling Streams can lull him to Repoſe } 

What fooliſh Brave, allow'd by thee to taſte 

To balmy Breath, to preſs thy panting Breaſt, 

Rifle thy Sweets, and run o'er Kt thy Charms, 

And melt thy Beauties in his burning Arms, 

Would an the vaſt Delights which thou could'ſt yield, 
For all the Honours of a Duſty Field! | 
Let ſuch as he his high-priz'd Wars purſue, 

And, conqu'ring there, leave me to conquer you. 
Let him, adorn'd in all the Pomp of War, 

Sit on his prancing- Horſe, and ſhine afar, 

Proud, when the Croud afſembles to behold 

His Troops in poliſh'd Steel, himſelf in Gold. 

At my laſt Hour, all 1 ſhall wiſh to ſee, 

All I ſhall love to look on, will be thee. 

Cloſe by my Death-bed may my Delia ſtand, 

That I may graſp her with my fainting Hand, 

Breathe on her Lips my laſt expiring Sighs, 

And, full of her dear Image, ſhut my Eyes, 
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Then, Delia, you'll relent and mourn my Fate, 
And then be kind; but kind, alas! too late: 

On my pale Lips print an · unfelt Embrace, 
And, mingling Tears with Kiſſes, bathe my Face. 
From your ful Eyes the flowing Tears will ſtream, 
And be, like me, loſt in the Fun'ral Flame. 

I know you'll weep, and make this rueful Moan 
You are not Flint, you are not perfect Stone. 
Wrong not my Ghoſt, my Delia, but forbear 

From this unprofitable Grief, and ſpare 

Four tender Cheeks and golden Locks of Hair, 

In the mean time, let us our Joys improve, 

Spend all our Hours, our Years, our Lives in Loye, 
Grim Death purſues us with impatient haſte, 

And Age, its ſure Forerunner, comes too faſt, 

The Sweets of Life are then no more enjoy'd, 

And Love, the Life of all, is firſt deſtroy'd: 

That firſt departs from our declining Years, -- 
From weak decrepid Limbs, and hoary, Hairs, 
Now, ler us now enjoy the full Delight, 
While. vig'rous Youth can raiſe it to the height; 
While we can ſtorm a ſtubborn Damſel's Door, 
And with our Quarrels make our Pleaſure more, 

J am the Gen'ral here, and this my War, 

And in this Fight to conquer all my care. 

All other Battels hence, all other Arms, 

Go carry Wounds to thoſe who covet Harms. 

Give them the dear-bonght Wealth their Wars can 
With all the bloody Harveſt of the Field; l yield, 
While I, at home, my much-lov'd Eaſe ſecure, 
Contented with my ſmall, but certain Store, 
Above the Fear of Want, or fond Deſire of more. 
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The Fourth Elegy of the Second Book 
of TiBULLUS. | 


By Mr. CHarLaS HoPkINs, 


See the Chains ordain'd me to receive, (Slave. 
And the fair Maid, whoſe Charms have won her 
No more my native Freedom can I boaſt, 
But all my once-loy'd Liberty is loſt, 
Yet why ſuch heavy Fetters muſt I wear? 
And why obey a Miſtreſs ſo ſevere? 
Why muſt I Abe ſuch a perplexing Chain? 
Which Tyrant Love will never looſe again: 
Whether I merit her Eſteem, or Scorn, 
Offending, or deferving, till I burn. 
Ah! 3 Maid! theſe ſcorching Flames remove, 
Extinguiſh mine, or teach your felf to love. 
Oh! rather than endure the Pains I feel, 
How would I chuſe, ſo to ſhake off my Ill, 
To grow a ſenſeleſs Stone, fix'd on a barren Hill: 
Or a bleak Rock, amidſt the Seas be ſet, 
By raging Winds, -and rolling Billows beat : 
For now in Torment 1 ſupport the Light, 
And in worſe Torment waſte the lingring Night. 
My crouding-Griefs on one another roul, | 
And give no Truce to my diſtracted Soul; | 
No Succour, now, from Sacred Verſe I find, 
Nor can their God himſelf compoſe.my Mind. ._ 
The greedy Maid will nought but Gold receive. 
And that, alas! is none of mine to give. 
Hence, hence, unprofitable Muſe, remove, 
Hence, if you cannot aid me in my Love. 
No Battels now my mournful Lines recite, 
I 1 how the Roman Legions fight: 
Nor how the Sun performs his daily Race, ' 
Nor how the: Moon at Night ſupplies. his Place. 


. e All 


Or 


Treat her, at o 
But treat her, at 


And br. 


Beauty on mere 
How ill to ſuck was the y 
Who: ſell th” invaluable Gift of Heaven! 

Oh! how unworthily were ſach endow'd! _ 
With ſo much III, confounding ſo much Good? 
rrels, and our Strifes commence, 
All our Diſſentions take their Spring from hence. 
Hence 'tis, ſo few to Cupid's Altars move, 
roach the Shrines of Eove. 
ſacred Rites prophane, 


From hence our Qua 


And without Zeal a 
Bur you, who thus 
And ſhut his Vort'ties/ out for ſordid Gain, Wo. 
May Storms and Fire your-ill-got W ealth purſue,, 
Aud what you took from us, retake from you s, 
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All that I wiſh the Charms of Verſe may prove, 
Is for a free Acceſs to her I love; * 
For chat alone is all my conſtant Ca 
Be gone, ye Muſes, if you fail me there. 

But I by Rapine m 
lye unheard, 
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my Gifts proeure, 
unpity'd at her Door: | 
Or from the Shrines of Gods the Trophies bear, 
And what I rob from Heay'n preſent to her: 

ther Goddeſſes Expence. and Colt ; 
the Charge of Venus molt. 47 
Her chiefly ſhall my daring. Hands invade, 

I to this Mis? | 
She gave me 
O, to all Ages 
Who e'er began this Trade 
Who e'er made filly N | 
Who will not yield witheut-their Purchaſe now 
He was the fatal cauſe of all this II 
up Cuſtams we continue ſtill. 
Hence, firſt the Doors of Miſtreſſes were barr'd,. 
And howling Dogs appointed for their Guar 
But if you bring the Price, 
At which her Beauties by 
The Bars, unloos'd, lay 
And ey'n the conſcious Maſtiffs bark 
Whate'er unwaty inconſiderate God, 

enary Maids beſtew d; . 
aſt Preſent giy'n,. 
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let him ſtand accurſ; 
in loving firſt: 


; mighty Rate, 

her ſelf were ſet; 
ev'ry Door, 

no more. 
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While we with Pleaſure ſee the Flames aſpire, 


nd not a Man attempts to quench the Fire. 
bt may you haſte to your Frermal Home, : 


I 


And no fond Youth, no mournful Lover come 

To pay the laſt ſad Service at your Tomb; 

While the kind gen'rous She, who ſcorn'd to prize, 
Or rate her ſelf at more, than Joys for Joys; 

Tho? ſhe her lib'ral Pleaſures ſhou'd out-liye, 

And reach an Age unfit to take, ox give; 

Yet when ſhe dies, the ſhall: not die unmourn'd, 
Nor on her Fun'ral Pile unwept be burn'd: 24 
But ſome old Man, who knew her in her Bloom, 
With Rey'rence of their paſt Delights, ſhall come, & 
And with an Annual Garland crown her Tomb. 
Then ſhall he wiſh her, in her endleſs Night, 

Her Sleep, may pleafing be; her Earth be light, 
All this, my*cruel Fair, is Truth I tell; 

But what will unregarded Truth ayail ? 

Love, his own way, his ire wil maintain, 

And have no Laws prefcrib'd him how to reign. 

He rules with too too abſolute a Sway, 

And we muſt, in our own defpight,. obey. 

Shou'd my fair Tyrant, Nemeſss, command 

Her humbled Slave to fell his Native Land, 

All, at her Order, ſhou'd convert to Gold, 

Nor Houſe nor Houſhold-God, remain unſold... 
Take the moſt baneful Simples Circe us d, 

Or mad Medea in her Bowls infugd; 

Gather the deadlieſt Herbs, and rankeſt Weeds, 

The Magick Country of Theſſalia breeds: 

Mingle the ſareſt Poyfons in my Cup, 424 

And, let my Love command, I'll drink them up. 


il 


The Thirteenth Elegy of the Fourth 
Ip... Bool of I 18 UL Lys. 
i To bis MISTRE SS. 1 


| O other Maid my ſettled Faith ſhall move, 
| No other Miſtreſs ſhall ſupplant your Love. 

My Flames were ſeal'd with this auſpicious Vow, 
That which commenc'd them then, confirms them now, 
1n you, alone, my conſtant Pleaſure lies, 

For you alone ſeem pleaſing in my Eyes. 

Oh |! that you ſeem'd to none, but me, Divine; 

Let others look with other Eyes, than mine. 
Then might I, of no Rival Youth afraid, 
All to my ſelf, enjoy my charming Maid. 
I'm not-ambitious of the publick Voice. 

To ſpeak your Beauties, or applaud my Choice; 

one of their enyious Praiſes are deſir'd, 
[ wou'd not have the Nymph I love admir'd. 

He that is wiſe, will not his Blifs proclaim, 
Nor truſt it to the laviſh Tongue of Fame; 
But a ſafe ſilent Privacy eſteem, _ | 

W hich gives him Joys, unknown to all, but him. 
To Woods, and Wilds, I cou'd with thee remoye, 
Secure of Life, when once ſecure of Love. 
To wait on thee, cou'd Deſart Paths explore, 
Where never Human Footſtep trod before. 
Peace of my Soul, and Charmer of my Cares, 
Thou Courage of my Heart, thou Conqu'ror of my 

Diſpoſer of my Days, unerring Light, l Fears, 

And ſafe ConduQrefs in my darkeſt Night. 

Thou who, alone, art all I wiſh to ſee, 

Thou who, alone, art all the World to me. | 
Should the bright Dames of Heav'n, the Wives of Gods, 
To court my Bed, forſake their bleſs'd Abodes; 
With all their Charms endeav'ring to divert 
My tix'd Affections, and eſtrange my Heart. 1 

| | g 


———— — 
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To thee, vain Rivals all the Train ſhowd prove, 7 
Vain Suit, the glorious Nymphs to me ſhou'd move, 
Who wou'd not change thee for the Queen of Love. 
All this 1 ſwear, by all the Pow'rs Divine, 

But ſwear by Juno moſt, becauſe ſhe's thine, 
Fool that I am! to let you know your Power; | 
On this Confeſſion, you'll infult the more; 

In fiercer Flames make your poor Vaſſal burn, 

And treat your 4 2 Slave with greater Scorn. 
But take it all, all that I can confeſs, + ; 
And oh! believe me, that I feel no leſs, 

To thee my Fate entirely I reſig gm, 

My Love, and Life, and all my Soul is thine, ;- - - 
You know, my cruel Fair, you know my Pains, 

And pleas'd, and proud, you fee me drag your Chains. 
But if to Venxs I for Succour flee, 7 

She'll end your Tyrant Reign, and reſcue me. 


. 


ee 
6 Air, thou Breath of Lover, 
Vapour from a Secret Fire; 11 
Which by thee itſelf diſcovers, 
Ever daring to aſpire. 


Softeſt Note of whiſper'd Anguiſh, 
Harmony's tefined . 
Striking, while thou ſeem'ſt to languiſh, 
Full upon the Liſt'ner's Heart. 
Softeſt Meſſenger of Paſſion, Hay 
Stealing thro” a Croud of Spies 


Which conſtrain the ontward Faſhion, x 
Cloſe the Lips, and guard the Eyes. 
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Shapeleſs Sigh, we ne'er can ſhow thee, 
Form'd but to aſſault the Ear; 

Yet e'er to their coſt they know thee, 

Fry Nymph may read thee here. 
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Entleſt Blaſt * ill pere t. 

G Reverſe of high-aſceading . 


The only Stink. aphorr'd by Search men, 
Belov d and dd by 2 RAR... 


Softeſt Note of? inwerd Griging, .. 
Sir Reverence's fineſt Part: | 
So fine it needs no Pains: of wiping, 
eee it be a Brewer's rr 


Switteſt Eaſe of Cholick dns. 
Vapour from a ſeeret Stench, 
That's rattled by the unbred Swain, 
But  whiſper'd by the balkſul Wench, 


Shapeleſs F.— t, we ne'er can * thee; 
But in that noble Female Sport; 

In which by — Blue we know thee, 

Th' rh” Amulemen _=— . at Court. 
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To my Wonty and Learned nend. 
Dr. WAL TER | p O P. E, 
f Late Proctor of the I 
Univerſity of OXFORD. 
„ hrs wr fl 


Know not what Pleaſure you could 
take in beſtowing your Commands ſo 
1 Nunprofitably, unleſs it be that for 
which Nature ſometimes cheriſhes and 
70 DOS allows Monſters, the Love of Vari- 

| -_ ety. This only Delight you will re- 
ceive by turning over this rude and unpoliſh'd Copy, 
and comparing it with my excellent Patterns, the 
Greek and Latin. By this you will ſee how much 
a noble Subject is changed and disfigured by an ill 
Hand, and what Reaſon Alexander, had to forbid 
his Picture to be drawn but by ſome celebrated 
Pencil. In Greek, Thucydides fo well and ſo lively 
ecxpreſſes it, that I know not which is more a Poem, 
his Deſcription; or that of Lacretiut. Though it 
muſt be ſaid, that the Hiſtorian had a vaſt Advan- 
tage over the Poet; he having been . preſent on the 
Place, and aſſaulted by the Diſeaſe himſelf; had the 
Horrour familiar to his Eyes, and all the Shapes of 
the Miſery ſtill remaining on his Mind, which-muſt 
needs make a great Impreſſion on his Pen and 
Fancy; whereas the Poet was forced to follow 
his Footſteps, and only work on that Matter en 


— 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 


Meaſure too excuſe my own Defects: For being 
ſo far removed from the Place whereon the Di- 
ſeaſe ated his Fragedy, and Time having denied 
us many of- the Circumſtances, Cuſtoms of the 
Country, and other ſtnall things! which would be 
of great uſe to any one who did intend to be 


| ect on the Subject; beſides, only writing by an 
Idea of that which I never yet ſaw, nor care to feel 


{being not of the Humour of the Painter in $ir Phi. 
lip S:4xey, Who thruſt himſeif into the midſt of a 
ight, that he might the better delineate it.) Ha- 
ving, I ſay, all theſe Diſadvantages, and many 
more for which 1 muſt only blame my ſelf, it can- 
not be expected that I ſhould come near. equalling 
kim, in whom none of che contrary Advantages 
were wanting. Thus then, Sir, dy emboldening 
me to this raſh Attempt, you have given Opportu. 
nity to the Greek and Latin to triumph over our 
Merber- Tongue: Let I would not have the Ho- 
nour of the Countries on Languages engaged in 
the Compariſon, but that the Inequality ſnould reach 
no farther than the Authors. Hut I have much rea- 
fon to frar the juſt Indignation of that Excellent 
Perſon, (the. prefent Ornament and Honour of 
our” Nation) whoſe way of Writing 1 imitate : 
For he may think himfelf as much-injured by my 
following him, as were the Heavens by that bold 
Man's countesfeiting the facred and unimitable 
Noiſe: of Thunder, by the Sound of Braſs and 
Horſes 'Hoofs. ' I ſhall only ſay for my felf, that 
I took Cicero's Advice, who bids us, in Imitation, 
the nobleſt Pattern to our Thoughts; for 

id we may be fare to be raiſed above the common 
Level) tho” we come infinitely ſhort of what we 
an at. Vet I hope that renowned Poet will have 
none of my Crimes any way reflect on himſelf; 


allowed him. This L ſpeak, becauſe it may in ſome 


tor 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
for it was not any Fault in the excellent Mufi- 
cjan, that the weak Bird, endeavouring by ſtrain- 
ing its Throat to follow its Notes, deltroyed her- 
ſelf in the Attempt. Well, Sir, by this, that J 
have choſen rather to expoſe my ſelf than to be 
diſobedient, you may gueſs with what Zeal and 
Hazard I ſtrive to approve my ſelf, 8 
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As it is excellently tranſlated by Mr. HOBBS, 


1 N the very beginning of Summer, the Peloponne- 
fians, and their Confederates, with two Thirds if 
their Forces, as before, invaded Attica, under the 
Conduct of Archidamus, the Son of Zeuxidamas, 
King of Lacedæmon; and after they had encamped 
8 71 waſted the County about them. | 
hey had not been many Days in Attica, when the 
Plague firſt began among ſt the Athenians, ſaid alſo 
to have ſeixed 3 on divers other Parts, as about 
Lemnos, and elſewhere; but ſo great a Plague, and 
Mortality of Men was never remembred to have hap- 
pened in any Place before. For at firſt neither were 
the Phyſicians able to cure it, through Ignorance if 
what it was, but died 77% themſelves, as being the 
Men thas moſt approached the Sick, nor any other 
Art of Man availed whatſoever. All Supplications 0 
the Gods, and Enquiries of Oracles, and whaiſo- 
ever other means they uſed of that kind, proved all 
anprofitable ; 1 as ſubdned with the Greatneſs 
of the Evil, they gave them all over. It began (by 
Keport) firſt in that Part of Ethiopia that lyeth up- 
on ebe aud thence fell down into Egypt and 
Africk, and into the Freateſt Part of the Territories. 
of the King. It invaded Athens on a ſudden, and 
touched firſt aon thoſe that dwelt in Pyræus, 
snſomuch as they reported that the Peloponne- 
fians had caſt Poiſon into their Wells; for Springs 
; there were not any in that Place. But afterwards 
it came up into the high City, and then they 
died a great deal faſter. Now let every Man, Phy- 
ficiaw er other, concerning the Ground of - lp 
n | 2 iche 


2 Fl 
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with an extream Ach in tbeir Heads, Redneſs and 


| zopether with a mighty Cough, came down into the 


| Hickyexe, which brought with it a ſkrong Convulſi- 
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Sickneſs, whence it ſprung, and what Cauſes be thinks 
able to produce ſo great an Alteration, ſpeak accor- 
ding to his own Knowledge; for my own Part, I 
wil deliver but the Manner of it, and lay open a, 
ſuch things 'as one may take his Mark by to diſco- 
ver the ſame if it come again, having been both fick 
of it my ſelf, and feen others ſick of the ſame. This 
Year, h Confeſſion of all Men, was of all other, for 
other Diſeaſes, moſt free and healthful. If any Man 
were ſick before, his Diſeaſe turned to this; if not, 
yet ſudgenly, without an 2 Cauſe preceding 
and being in perfect Health, they were taken 5 


Sy in the Eyes; and then mwardly their 
hroats and Tongues grew preſently bloody, and ibeir 
Breath noiſom and unſavory. Upon this followed a 
Sneezing and Hoarſeneſs, and not long after, the Pain, 


Breaſt. And when once it was ſettled in the Sto- 
mach it cauſed Vomit, - and with great Torment 
came up all manner of bilious Purgation that P by= 
ficians ever named. Moſt of them bad alſo the 


on, and in ſome" ceaſed quickly, but in others was 
long before it gave over. Their Bodies outwardly 
to the Touch, were neither very hot nor pale, but 
reddiſh, livid, andbeflowered with little Pimples and 
Whelks; but ſo burned inwardly, as not to endare 
any the lighteſt Cloaths or Linney Garment to be up- 
on them, nor any thing but mere Nakedneſs, but ra- 
ther moſt. willingly to have caſt themſelves into the 
cold Water. And many of them that were not look- 
ed to, poſſeſſed with inſatiate Thirſt, ran unto the 
Wells; and todrink much, or little, was indifferent, 
being ſtill from Eaſe and Power to ſleep as far as ever. 
As long as the Diſeaſe was at the Height, their Bo- 
lies waſted not, but refiſted the Torment * all 

SEATER | 428 * 


Expect᷑ation, inſomuch as the moſt of them either diet 


of their inward Burning in nine or ſeven Days ubil 
they bad yes Strength, of if they cſeaped ther the 


the Diſeaſe Jalling doumn in their Belles, and canſing 
there great Exulcerations aud immaderate Looſencj; 
i" they died many of them afterwards through Mealueſi: 
| For-the Diſeaſe (which, firſ# took the Head) begay 
| above, and came down, aud paſſed through the „ 
Body: And he that overcame the worſt of it, wa; 
yet marked with the * of hit extream Parts; for 
breaking our both at their privy Members, and d 
their Hager and Toes, many with the Loſs of theſe 
eſcaped. There were alſo ſome that. loſt their Eyen 
ant that preſently upon their Recovery were 
taken 515 ſuch an Oblivion of all thi auharſoe ver 
41 they neither knew themſelves K* Acquain- 
rance. For this was @ kind of Sickneſs which fa 
ſurmonuted all Expreſſion of Wards, and bath exceed. 

ed human Nature in jhe Cruelty wherewh it baud 

led each one, and 7 8 alſo otherwiſe to be nou 

of thoſe Diſeaſes that are bred among us, aud that 

I ef, 7 this For all, both Birds and Beaſts,th 
ſe to feed on human Fleſh, though many Men ly 

abroad unbaried, either came not at them, or taſting 
perifeed An Argument whereof, as touching 1b. 

irds, was the manifeſt Defect of ſuch Fowl, which 

were not then "3g „neither about the Carcaſſes, 

or - where elſe; but by the 2 becauſe they ore 
familiar with Men, this Effect was ſeen much 
clearer. So that this Diſeaſe (to paſs over many 
ſtrange Particulars of the Accidents that fome bad 
aferently from others) was in general ſuch as I haut 
Bo: and for other uſual Sickneſſes at that time, 

no Man was troubled with any. New' they died, you 

for want of Attendance, aud ſame again with all the 

Care and Phyſick that could be ufed. Nor was there 

ey, to ſay, certain Medicine rbat e 


. 


k 
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liel helped them; for if it did Good to one, it did Harm 
uf 60 another; nor any Difference of Body for Strength 
hey or Weakneſs, that was able to reſiſt it; but carried 


bug all «way, whats Phyſeck ſbe ver has adminiſtred. But 
eſs, the eateſt 11 all Was, n Mind 
eſs: in 2 as found themſelves beginning to be fick (for 


gan they grew preſtutiy deſperate, and gave themſelves 
bole jd 5 making 1 Reflant) as alſo their 
War dying thns like Sheep, infeted by Mutual Viſitation: 
for for if Men forbore to vifit them for fear, then tbey 
| a died forlorn, "whereby many Families became empty, 
beſe for want of fuch as ſPould'take care of them. If they 


forbore not, then they died themſelvet, and principa 
ly the bone ſteſt Mew: For out of Shame e 


ver, wot ſpare themfetves, but went in unto their Friends, 
ain eſpecially after it was come to that paſs, that even their 
fer Domeſticks, wearied with tbe Lamentations of them 
rel that died, aud overcome with the Greatneſi of the Ca- 
2 lamity,were no longer moved therewith. Bur thoſe that 
lone were recovered, had much Compaſſion both on them thats 
that —— them that lay fick, as having both known 
that the Miſery themſelves, and now no more ck the 
lay lite Danger: F this Difeaſe never took a Mars the ſe- 
ling cond Time ſo as to he mortal. And theſe Men were both 
1 by others counted bappy, and they alſo them ebves, 
a through Exceſs ef 8 * Joy, conceived @ kind of 
Jes, 


lirht Hape never to die of any ather Sickneſs here- 
iter Beſraes the 2 ARiction, the Reception of 
the Country 1 e, and M their Subſtance into the 
City, oppreſſed both thera, aud much more the Peo- 
ple themſelues that ſo came in. For having no Houſes, 


ave but de eee of the Tear in ſtifling Booth, 
me, the Mortality war now without all Farm; aud dying 
＋ Men tay tumbling one upon another in the Streets, 


and Meu half dead about every Conduit through de- 
fire of Water. The Temples aj where they dwels 
is Tents, where all fall of the Dead that died with< 
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"amp before bi 


Jome little Part of their Lives... 


* 


in them; for qppreſſed with the Violence of the Cala. 
mity, and not knowing what to de, Men grow care. 
415 both. of Holy and Prophane Things alike. Ang 
he. Laws which they formerly uſed tonching Func. 
ralt, were all now broken, every one buryiag where 


He could find Room, And many . for. want of thing, 
| neceſſary, after ſo. many Deaths before, were forced 


to become impudent in the Funerals of their Friend. 
For when one had made a Funeral Pile, another get. 
Zing, before him, would throw.on his Dead, aud give 
1 F. 


re. And when one was in burning, anot her would 


come, and having caſt thereon him whom he carried, 


0 his: way again. And the great Licentiouſueſ. 
hich al * We kinds was HY in the 6% 1 
gan at firſt from this Diſcaſe." For that which a Max 
5 would. diſſemble, aud not acknowledge 10 be 
done for Voluptuouſneſs, he durſt now. do freely, ſee- 

T ENG ſuch quick Revolution, of the rich 
Dying, and Men worth nothing inberiting their E. 
ſlates; inſomuch as they juſtified a ſpeedy Fruition of | 
their Goods, even for their Pleaſure, as Mex that 
thought they held their Lives but by the Day. As fr 
Paint, no Man was forward in any Aion of He 
nour, to tate any, becauſe they thought it uncertain 
whether they ſhould ate or not before they atchieved it, 
But what any Man knew to be delightful, and to be 
profitable to Pleaſure, that was made both profitabl 
and honourable. Neither the Fear of the Gods, uur 


| Laws of Men, awed any Man. Not the former, be- 


cauſe they concluded it was alike to worſhip. or not 
worſhip, from ſeeing that alike they all periſhed: Nor 
the latter, becauſe uo Man expected that his Life wou'd 


- Jaſt till he received Puniſhment of his Crimes by 


udgment. But they thought there was now over 


 Pheir Heads ſome far foo Judgment decreed « 


faul, them; before which fell, they thong bt to enjoy 
| bv es T HE 


PLAGUE of ATHENS 


JVome by ge general Attempts preyall, 
r 


Misck e * Pokus. 201 
* 4. bk A 43 a &A_ 9 n 
bei 2 10 TIC Y 22 Wei ache ered WOT 


| 0 2 . 2 . JS : 9 


"©; 1 12 4.4 A 19 
E 'T HE 
7 * - 


52.” 7 
Stapyy Man! 37 Nature made to ray, 
| yet is every Creature's Prey, 
IJ Deli d by thoſe that ſhould his 
power obey. 
— of the whole World we call Mankind 
DIL the Lords, 3 
Flattr'i ing our ſelves with mighty Words; 
Of all things we the Monar chs are, | 
And ſo we rule, and ſo we domineer; Nr. 
All Creatures elſęe about us ſtand eg 
Like ſome Pretorian. Band, E 
To guard, to help, and to defend nn 
Yet they ſometimes prove Enemies, 1 
Sometimes againſt us riſe; 5 
Our ve Guard, rebel, and tytannize. e e, 
Thouſand Diſeaſes ſent by Fate, * 
** py Servants!) on us wait; 
thouſand Treacheries within 97 81 
1 laid, weak Life to win; road e un 
Hugs Troops of Maladies TP S achatat=4 
(A grim, a meagre, and a dreadful Rout : * 
Some formal Sieges make, 
And with ſure Slowneſs do our Bodies: take; 
Some with quick Violence ſtorm the, Town, : 
And throw all in a Moment down: © 
Some one peculiar Fort aſlail,, ns e 
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How can the fading Off- ſpring of the Field 
Sure Health and Succour Fon 
What ſtrong and certain Remedy, 
What firm and laſting Life can ours be, 

When that which makes bs "di doth ey'ry Winter die! 


Nor. is this all: we do not only breed 
Within our ſelyes the fatal Seed 
Of Change, and of Decreaſe in ev'ry Part, 

Head, Belly, Stomach, and Root of Life, the Heart, 
Not only have our. Aututan, when we muſt - 
Of our own Nature turn to Duſt 
When Leaves, and Fruit muſt fall, IH 

But are expos'd to mighty Tempeſts too, | 
Which do at once what they would ſlowly do, 

- Which throw down Fruit and Tree of Idfe- withal, 
From Ruin we in vain f 
Our Bodies by Repair maintain, 
Bodies compos'd of Stuff 
Mouldring and frail enough; 
Yet from without as well we fear 
A dangerous and deſtructive War, 
From Heaven, from Earth, from Sea, from Air, 
We like the Roman Empire ſhould decay, 
And our own Force would melt away 
By the inteſtine Jar 
| Of Elements, which on each other prey, 
The Cæſars and the Pompeys which within we bear: 

Yet are (like that) in danger too 

Of foreign Armies, and external Foe, _ 
Sometimes the Gozhzſh and the barbarous Rage 
Of Plague or Peſtilence attends Man's Age, 
Which neither Force nor Arts aſſwage; 
' Which cannot be ayoided or withſtood, | 
But drowns and over-runs with unexpected Flood. 
III. 
On Ethiopia, and the Southern Sands, 
The unfrequented Coaſts, and parched Lands, 
'  Whitherthe Sun too kind a Heat doth ſend, {Friend,) 

Ahe Sun, which the worſt Neighbour is, and the 1 

| : Hither 


* 
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Hither a mortal Influence came, 
A fatal and unhappy Flame, 
Kindled by Heaven's angry Beam. 
With dreadful Frowns, the Heavens ſcatter'd here 
Cruel infectious Heats into the Air: 
Now all the Stores of Poiſon ſent, 
Threatning at once a general Doom, 
Laviſh'd out all their Hate, and meant 
In future Ages to be innoocent, | 
Not to difturb the World for many Years to come. 
Hold! Heavens hold! why ſhould your ſacred 
Which doth to all things Life inſpire, Fire, 
By whoſe kind Beams you bring 
Forth Yearly every thing, | 
Which doth th' original Seed 
Of all things in the Womb of Earth that breed, 
With vital heat and quick'ning feed; 
Why ſhould you now that heat employ, 
The Earth, the Air, the Fields, the Cities to annoy ? 
That which before Yrs! 4 ſhould it now deſtroy ? 


Thoſe Africk Deſarts ſtrait were double Deſarts 
The rav'nous Beaſts were left alone, [grown, 
The rav'nous Beaſts then firſt began 
To pity their old Enemy Man, 

ind blam'd the Plague for what they would themſelves 
Nor ſtaid the cruel Evil there, [have done, 

Nor could be long confin'd unto one Air; 

Plagues preſently forſake 

The Wilderneſs which they themſelyes do make : 

Away the deadly Breaths their Journey take, 
Driven by a mighty Wind, 

They a new Booty and freſh Forage find : 

The loaded Wind went ſwiftly on, 

And as it paſt was heard to ſigh and groan. 
On Egypt next it ſeiz'd, 1 

or could but by a general Ruin be appeas d. 

wh in Rage back on the South did look, I ſtroke, 

And wondred thence ſhould come th' unhappy 

tom whence before her Fruitfulneſs ſhe took. - 
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Egypt did now eurſe and revite |: © + 7 
Thoſe very Lands from whence: ſhe has her Nil 

Egypt now fear'd another Hebrew God, 
Another Angel's Hand, a ſecond Aaron's Rod, 
Then on it goes, and through the ſacred Land: 
Its angry Forces did command; 
But God did place an Angel there, 
Its Violence to withfiand, F 223. f any 
And turn into another Road the putrid Air, 
To Tyre it came, and there did all deyour 
Though that by Seas might think it ſelf ſecure, 
Nor ſtaid, as the great Conqueror did, 
Till it had fill'd and ſtopp'd the Tide, 
Which did it from the Shore divide, 
But paſt the Waters, and did all poſſeſs, 
And quickly all was Wilderneſs. 
Thbenoeée it did 9 over-run, 
And all that ſacrifice unto the Sun: 
In every Limb a dreadful Pain they felt, 
ITortur'd with ſecret: Coals they melt; 
The Perſians calbd their Sun in vain, 
Their God increas'd the Pain. 
They look'd up to their God no more, 
But curſe, the Beams they worſhipped before, 
And hate the very Fire which once they did adore. 


De 


Glutted with Ruin of the Eaſt, 4 bly 5 
She took her Wings and down to Athens paſt; 

* Juft Plague! which doeſt no Parties take, 
But Greece as well as Perſia ſac. 
While in unnatural 'Quarrels they 
(Like Frogs and Mice) each other ſlay; 

Thou in thy ravenous Claws took'ſt both away, 

Thither it came, and did deſtroy the Town, 

Whilſt all its Ships and Soldiers looked on; 

And now the Aſian Plague did more 

Than all the Aſian Force cou'd do before. 
Without the Wall the Spartan Army fate; 
The Spartan Army came too late 

now there was no farther Work for Fate. 


| 
[ 81 * 


They ſaw the City open lay, 
An eaſie and a bootleſs Prey; 
They ſaw the Rampiers empty ſtand, 


No need of Cruelty or Slaughters now. 
The Plague had finiſh'd what they came to do: 
They might now unreſiſted enter there, N. 
Did they not the very Air 
More than the Athenians fear. Wes 
The Air it ſelf to them was Wall, and Bulwarks too. 
| VIS | 
Unhappy Athens! it is true thou wert 
The proudeſt Work of Nature and of Art: 
Learning and * did thee compoſe, 
As Soul and Body us: | 
But yet-thou only, thence art made 
A nobler Prey for Fates t'invade; a 
Thoſe mighty Numbers that within thee breathe, 
Do only ſerve to make a fatter Feaſt for Death, 
Death in the moſt frequented Places lives; 
Moſt Tribute from the Crowd receives; Fa 
And though it bears a Scythe, and ſeems to own 
A ruſtick Life alone, | 
It loves no Wilderneſs, 
No ſcatter'd Villages, 
1 But mighty populous Palaces, 
The Throng, the Tumult, and the Town, 
What ſtrange unheard-of Conqueror is this, 
hich by the Forces that reſiſt it doth increafe! 
When other Conquerors are | 
Oblig'd to make a ſlower War, 
Nay ſometimes for themſelves may fear, 
And muſt proceed with watchful Care, | 
When thicker Troops of Enemies appear; 
This ſtronger ſtill, and more ſucceſsful grows, 
Down ſooner all before it throws, 
f greater Multitudes of Men do it oppoſe. 
W 1 VIE | . 
The Tyrant firſt the Haven did ſubdue; 


a. 


* 


Lately th' Athenians (it knew) wy 
L 3 Them- 


MisckLLANY PorMs. 207 


The Fleet, the Walls, the Forts unmann'd. , 
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Themſelves by wooden Walls did ſave, 
And therefore firſt to them th' Infection gave, 

Leſt they new Succour thence receive. 
Cruel Pyreus/ now thou haſt undone 

The Honour thou before hadſt won; 

Not all thy Merchandize, 

Thy Wealth, thy Treaſuries, 

Which from all Coaſts thy Fleet ſupplies, 

Can to atone this Crime ſuffice. 

Next o'er the upper Town it ſpread, 

With mad and undiſcerned Speed; 

In every Corner, every Street, 

Without a Guide did ſet its Feet, 
And too familiar every Houſe did greet, 
Unha 7 Greece of Greece Great Theſous now 

id thee a mortal Injury do, 

When firſt in Walls he did thee cloſe, 
When firſt he did thy Citizens reduce, 
Houſes and Government, and Laws to uſe. 
It had been better if thy People ſtill 

Diſperſed in ſome Field or Hill, _. 
Though ſavage and undiſciplin'd, did dwell, 

Fhough arbarous, untame and rude, 


Than by their Numbers thus to be ſubdu'd. 


To be by their own Swarms annoy'd, 
And to be civiliz'd only to be deſtroy'd. 
; IX, 
Minerva ſtarted when ſhe heard the Noiſe, 
And dying Mens confuſed Voice, 
From H 
What was the mighty Prodigie. 
Upon the Caſtle Pinnacles ſhe fate, 
And dar'd not nearer fly, 


Nor midſt ſo many Deaths to truſt her very Deity. 


With pitying Look ſhe ſaw at every Gate 
Death and Deſtruction wait; 


ne wrung her Hands, and call'd on Jove, 


And all th' immortal Powers above; 
But though a Goddeſs now did pray, 


eaven in haſte ſhe came, to ſee 


The Heay'ns refus'd, and turn'd their Ear away. 


hd 
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She brought her Olive, and her Shield, 

Neither of theſe, alas! Aſſiſtance yield. 
She lookt upon Meduſa's Face, 
Was angry that ſhe was 

Herſelf of an immortal Race, 
Was angry that her Gorgon's Head 

Could not ftrike her as well as others dead; 

She ſate and wept a-while, and then away ſhe fled, 
X 


Now Death began her Sword to whet, 

Not all the Cyclops ſweat, 

Nor Vulcan's mighty Anvils could prepare 

Weapons enough for her, | 
No Weapon large enough, but all the 
Men felt the Heat within 'em rage, 

And hop'd the Air would it aſſwage, | 
Call'd for its Help, but th' Air did them deceive, 
And aggravate the Ills it ſhould relieye, 

The Air no more was vital now, 

But did a mortal Poiſon groß;; 

The Lungs which us'd to fan the Heart, 

Only now ſerv'd to fire each Part; 

What ſhould refreſh, encreas'd the Smart : 

And now their very Breath, 
he chiefeſt Sign of Life, was turn'd the Cauſe of Death, 
e I | 


Upon the Head firſt the Diſeaſe, 
As a bold Conqueror, doth ſeize, 
5 Begins with Man's Metropolis, 
ecur'd the Capitol, and then it knew 
t cou'd at Pleaſure weaker. Parts ſubdue. 
Blood ſtarted through each Eye; 
The Redneſs of that Sky 
Foretold a Tempeſt nigh, 
The Tongue did flow af o'er 
With clotted Filth and Gore; x. 
As doth a Lion's when ſome innocent Prey 
He hath deyour'd -and ga, away : 
Hoarſneſs and Sores the Throat did fill, 
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And ſtopt the Paſſages of Speech and Life; 
No room was left for Groans or Grief; 
Too cruel and imperious 111! © | 

Which not content to kill, 
| With tyrannous and dreadful Pain, 
- Doſt take from Men the very Power to. complain, 
Hot Bt}. wake 59, II. | | 
6 Then down it went into the Breaſt, 
There all the Seats and Shops of Life poſleſs'd. 
Such noiſome Smells from thence did come, 
As if the Stomach were a Tomb; _ ' 
No Food would there abide, ' - © 
Or if it did, turn'd to the Enemy's ſide, 
The very Meat new Poiſons to the Plague ſupply, 
Next, to the Heart the Fires came. 
The Heart did wonder what uſurping Flame, 
What unknown Furnace ſhou'd : 
On its more natural Heat intrude 
Strait call'd its Spirits up, but found too well, 


| 


It was too late now to rebel. 
The tainted Blood its Courſe began, 
And carried Death where-e*er it rann 
That which before was Nature's nobleſt Art, 
The Circulation from the Heart, 
Was moſt deſtructful now, + | | 
And Nature ſpeedier did undo, 
For that the Loses did impart 
The Poiſon and the Smarr, 
Th' infe&ious Blood to every diſtant Part. 
5 9TH $1 
The Belly felt at laſt its Share, 
And all the Subtile Labyrinths there 
Of winding Bowels did new Monſters bear. 
Here ſeven Days it rul'd and ſway'd, | 
And oftner kill'd becauſe it Death ſo long delay'd, 
But it through ſtrength and heat of Age G 
The Body overcame its Rage, 
The Plague departed as the Devil doth, 
When driven by Pray'rs away he goeth, - 


2. 
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If Pray'rs and Heaven do him controul 

And if he cannot have the Soul, | 

Himſelf out of the Roof or Window throws, 
And will not all his Labour loſe, . 

But takes away with him Part of the Houſe: 

So here the vanquiſn'd Evil took from them 
Who conquer d it, ſome Part, ſome Limb; 
Some loſt the Uſe of Hands and Eyes, 

Some Arms, ſome Legs, ſome Thighs; 
Some all their Lives ENS forgot, 
Their Minds were but one darker Blot; 

- Thoſe various Pictures in the Head, 

And all the numerous Shapes were fled ; 

And now the ranſack'd Memory 

Languiſh'd in naked Poverty, 

Had loſt its mighty Treaſury ; 
They paſt the Lethe La 2 although they did not die. 

| IV. 

Whatever leſſer Maladies Men had, | 
They all gave Place and vaniſhed; : 
Thoſe petty Tyrants fled, . | 

and at this mighty Conqueror ſhrunk their Head. 

Fevers, Agues, Palſies, Stone, | 
Gout, Cholick and Conſumption, 

And all the milder Generation, | 

By which Mankind is by Degrees undone,, 
N were rooted out and gone; 

Men ſaw themſelves freed from the Pain, 

| Rejoyc'd, but all, alas, in vain: 

17 'Twas an unhappy Remedy, ; 

IV hich cur'd 'em that they might both. worſe. and 

. {ſooner die, - 5 


89 * 


| XV. 
.- Phyficians now could naught. prevail, 3 
They the firſt Spoils to the proud Victor fall, 
| Nor would the Plague their Knowledge truſt, 
Put fear'd their Skill, and therefore flew them firſt: 
50 Tyrants when they would confirm their Yoke, 
Firſt make the chiefeſt Men to feel the Stroke, 
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Should firſt rebel, and others learn from them the way, 


The chiefeſt and the wiſeſt Heads, leſt they 


Should ſooneſt diſobey, : 


No Aid of Herbs, or Juices Power, 
None of Apollo's Art could cure, 
But help'd the Plague the ſpeedier to deyour.. 
Phyfick it Telf was a Diſeaſe, $a hp 
Phyſick the fatal Tortures did increaſe, 
Preſcriptions did the Pains renew,, 
And AÆſculapius to the Sick did come, 
As afterwards to Rome, | 
In form of Serpent, rare new Poiſons with him too. 
The Streams did wonder that fo ſoot | 
As they were from their native Mountains gone, 
They ſaw themſelves drunk up, and fear 
Another Xerxes” Army near, | 
Some caſt into the Pit the Urn, 
And drink it dry at its return: 
Again they drew, again they drank; 
At farſt the Coolneſs of the Stream did thank, 


But flrait the more were ſcorch'd, the more did burn; 


And drunk with Water, in their drinking ſank : 
That Urn which now to quench their Thirſt they uſe, 

Shortly their Aſhes ſhall incloſe. 

Others into the Cryſtal Brook, 

With faint and wondering Eyes did look, 
Saw what a ghaſtly Shape themſelves had took, 


Away they would have fled, but them their Legs forſook, | 


A 


Some ſnatch'd the Waters up,, 
Their Hands, their Mouths the Cup; 
They drunk, and found they flam'd the more, 
And only added to the burning Store. 
So have I ſeen on Lime cold Water thrown, 
Strait all was to a Ferment grown, 
And hidden Seeds of Fire together run: 
The Heap was calm and temperate before, 
Such as the Finger could endure; 
But when the Moiſtures it provoke, 
Did rage, did ſwell, did ſmoke, | 
Did move, and flame, and burn, and trait to Aſhes broke 
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| XVII. 
So ſtrong the Heat, ſo ſtrong the Torments were, 
They like ſome mighty Burthen bear 
The lighteſt covering of Air. 
All Sexes and all Ages do inyade - 
The Bounds which Nature laid, 
The Laws of Modeſty which Nature made; 
The Virgins bluſh not, yet, uncloath'd appear, 
Undreſs'd do run about, yet never fear. 
The Pain and the Diſeaſe did now 
Unwillingly reduce Men to 
That Nakedneſs once more, 8 
Which perfect Health and Innocence caus'd before. 
No Sleep, no Peace, no Reſt, Nes 
Their wand'ring and affrighted Minds poſleſs dz 
Upon their Souls and Eyes 
Hell and eternal Horror lies, 
Unuſual Shapes and Images, 
Dark Pictures and Reſemblances 
Of Things to come, and of the World below, 
O'er their diſtemper'd Fancies go: 
Sometimes they curſe, ſometimes they pray unto 
The Gods above, the Gods beneath; : 
Sometimes they Cruelties and Fury breathe, 
Not Sleep, but Waking now was Silter unto Death, 
XVIII. 
Scatter'd in Fields the Bodies lay, 
The Earth call'd to the Fowls to take their Fleſh away. 
In vain ſhe call'd, they come not nigh, 
Nor would their Food with their own Ruin buy: 
But at full Meals they hunger, pine and die. 
The Vultures afar off did ſee the Feaſt, 
Rejoic'd, and call'd their Friends to taſte, 
They rallied up their Troops in haſte; 
Along came mighty Droves, 
Forſook their young Ones, and their Groves, 
Each one his Native Mountain and his Neſt; 
They come, but all their Carcaſſes abhor, 
And how ayoid: the dead Men more 
Than weaker Birds did living Men before. 
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But if ſome bolder Fowls the Fleſh, aſſay, 55 

They were deſtroy'd by their own Prey. 
The Dog no longer bark d at coming Gueſt, 
Repents its being a Domeſtick Beaſt, 1 

Did to the Woods and Mountains haſte: 
The very Owls at Athens are | 
But ſeldom ſeen and rare, 
The Owls depart in open Day, 
Rather than in infected Ivy more to ſtay. 

Mountains of Bones and Carcaſles, 
The Streets, the Market-place poſleſs, 

Threatning to raiſe a new Acropolis. 
Here lies a Mother and her Child, 

The Infant fuck'd as yet and ſmil'd, 
But ftreight by its own Food was kill'd. 

There Parents hugg'd their Children laſt, 

Here parting Lovers laſt embrac'd, 

But yet not parting neither, 

They both expir'd and went away together. 
| Here Pris'ners in the Dungeon die, 
And gain a twofold Liberty; 

They meet and thank their Pains, 

Which them from double Chains 

Of Body and of Iron free. 

Here others poiſon'd by the Scent 
| Which from corrupted Bodies went, 
Quickly return the Death they did receive, 

And Death to others give; WE © 

Themſelves now dead the Air potlute the more, 

For which they others curs'd before, | 
Their Bodies kill all that come near, 
And even after Death they all are Murtherers. here. 
; INS? = 
The Friend doth hear his Friend's laſt Cries, 
Parteth his Grief for him, and dies, 
Lives not enough to cloſe his Eyes. 
The Father at his Death 
Speaks his Son Heir with an i 
e Vi LH 2 
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In the ſame Hour the Son doth take 
His Father's Will, and his own make. 
The Servant need not here be lain, 
To ſerve his Maſter in the other World again; 
They languilſhing — Be- | 
Their Souls away together fly; 
The Husband gaſpeth, and his Wife yes by. 
It muſt be her Turn next to die: | 
The Husband and the Wite 
Too truly now are one, and live one Life. 
That Couple which the Gods did entertain, 
Had made their Prayer here in vain; 
- No Fates in Death could them divide, 
They mult without. their Privilege together both- have | 
+ XI; | [dy'd. ='® 
There was no Number now of Death, 
* Siſters ſcarce ſtood till themſelves to breathe: : | 


The Siſters now quite wearied | — | 
In cutting ſingle, Thread, | | 


Began at once to part whole Looms, _ - 1 
One Stroke did give whole Houſes Dooms: 1 | I} 
Now dy'd the froſty. Hairs, Et þ | 
The aged and decrepid Years „ 
2 ell, and only begg'd of Fate 28 
Some few Months more, but *twas alas too late. 
Then Death, as if aſham'd of that, 
A Conqueſt fo degenerate, - 
Cut off, the Young and Luſty too; 
The Young were reckoning o'er 
What happy Days, what Joys they had in 1 ſtore : 24 
But Fate, ere they had finiſh'd their Account, them 


4 


The wretched Uſurer died, (ſlew. 
And had no time to tell where de his Treaſures hid: 
The Merchant did behold y 
His Ships return with Spice and Gold; 


He faw't, and turn'd aſide his Head, 
Nor thank'd the Gods, but fell amidſt 1 Riches 
XXII. [dead. 
The Meetings and Aſſemblies ceaſe, 20 more 11 
The People throng about the Oratour 5 
In 24 0 
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No Courſe 6f Juſtice did | 
No Noiſe of Lawyers fill'd the Ear, 
The Senate caſt away 
The Robe of Honour, and obey '; 
Death's more reliftleſs © | 
Whilſt that with Pictatorian Power -— 
Doch all the great and lefler Officers devour... 1 
No Magiſtrates did walk about; ‚ 
: No Purple aw'd the Rout: 
The Common People too E 

A Purple of their own did ſhew: 

And all their Bodies o'er 
The ruling Colours bore. 
No Judge, no Legiſlators ſit, 

Since this new Draco came, 

And harſher Laws did frame, > 0 

Laws that, like his, in Blood are writ. 

The Benches and the Pleadigg-place they leave, 

About the Streets they run and rave: 

The Madneſs which great Solon did of late 
But only counterfeit 

For the Advantage of the State, 

Now his Succeſſors do too truly imitate. 
XXIII. 

Up farts the Soldier from his Bed, 

He, though Death's Servant, is not freed, 
Death him caſhier'd, cauſe now his Help ſhe did nor 
He that ne'er knew before to yield, [ need, 

Or to give back, or leave the Field, 

Would fain now from himſelf have fled. 

He fnatch'd his Sword now ruſted o'er, 
| Dreadful and ſparkling now no more, 

And thus in open Streets did roar : A 
How have I, Death, ſo ill defery'd of thee, 
That now thy ſelf thou ſhould'ft revenge on me? 
Have I ſo many Lives on thee beſtowd? 

Have I the Earth ſo often dy'd in Blood! 
Have 1, to flatter thee, ſo man 71 
And muſt I now thy Prey x | 
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Let me at leaſt, if I muſt die, 
Meet in the Field ſome gallant Eneniy. 
Send, Gods, the 01 Troops again: | 
No, they're a baſe and a degenerate Train; 
They by our Women may be flaisn. 
Give me, great Heav'ns, ſome manful Foes, 
Let me my Death amidſt ſome valiant Grecians chuſe, 
Let me ſurvive to die at Syracuſe, | 
Where my dear Country ſhalt her Glory loſe. 
For you, Great Gods! inte my Mind infuſe, 
What Miſeries, what Doom. is 
Maſt on my Athens ſhortly come: 
My Thoughts inſpir'd preſage 
Slaughters and Battels to the coming Age, 
Oh! might L die upon that glorious Stage : | 
Oh that! but then he graſp'd his Sword, and Death 
[concludes his Rage.. 
XXIV. 4 


Draw back, draw back thy Sword, O Fate! 
Left thou repent when 'tis too late, | 
" Leſt by thy making now ſo great a Waſte, 
By ſpending all Mankind upon one Feaſt, 
Thou ſtarve thy ſelf at laſt: 
What Men wilt thou reſerye in Store, . 
Whom in the time to come thou may'ſt devour, 
When thou fhalt have deſtroyed all before? 
ot But if thou wilt not yr a o'er, 
d, If yet thy greedy Stomach calls for more, 
If more remain whom thou muſt kill, 
And if thy Jaws are craving ſtill, 
Carry thy Fury to the Scythian Coaſts, 
The Northern Wilderneſs, and eternal Froſts !? 
Againſt thoſe barb'rous Crowds thy Arrows whet, 
Where Arts and Laws are Strangers yet; [great. 
? Where thou may'ſt kill, and yet the Loſs will not be 
There, rage, there ſpread, and there infe& the Air, 
Murther whole Towns and Families there, 
worſt againſt thoſe Savage Nations dare, 
' Thoſe whom Mankind can ſpare, 
Thoſe whom Mankind it ſelf doth fear ; 


Amid 


— 
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Amidſt that dreadful Night and fatal Cold, 
There pc walk unſeen, and bold, 
There let thy Flames their Empire hold. 
Unto the fartheſt Seas, and Nature's Ends, 
Where never Summer's Sun its Beams extends, Th 
Carry thy Plagues, thy Pains, thy Heats, 
Thy raging Fires, thy torturing Sweats, | 
Where neyer Ray or Heat did come, Ar 
They will rejoice at ſuch a Doom. 
They'll bleſs thy peſtilential Fire, 


| Though by it they expire, 7. 7 R 
They'll thank the very Flames with which they do 
| XXV. | {conſume, 


Then if that Banquet will not thee ſuffice, 
Seek out new Lands where thou may'{l tyrannize; 
Search every Foreſt, every Hill, 5 
And all that in the hollow Mountains dwell; 
Thoſe wild and untame Troops devour, 
Thereby thou wilt the reſt of Men ſecure, 
And that the reſt of Men will thank thee for. 
Let all thoſe human Beaſts be ſlain, 
Till ſcarce their Memory remain 
Thy ſelf with that ignoble Slaughter fill, 
will be permitted thee that Blood to ſpill. 
Mleaſure the ruder World throughout, 
March all the Ocean's Shores about, 
Only paſs by and ſpare the Britiſh Iſie. 
Go on, and (what Columbus once ſhall do, W 7 
When Days and Time unto their Ripeneſs.grow) 
Find out new Lands, and unknown Countries too: 
Attempt thoſe Lands which yet are hid 
From all Mortality beſide: _ 
There thou may'ſt ſteal a Victory, 
And none of this World hear the Crx 
Of thoſe that by thy Wounds ſhall die; 


No Greek ſhall know thy Cruelty, - | s 
And tell it to Poſterity. eln | 
Go, and unpeople all thoſe mighty Lands; 
Deſtroy with unrelenting: Hands ; 
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Go, and the Spamard's Sword prevent; 
Go make the Spaniard innocent; 
Go, and root out all Mankind there, 
That when the European Armies ſhall appear, 
Their Sin may be the leſs, © _ © 


— 


They may find all a Wilderneſs,” | = #3 
And without Blood the Gold and Silver there poſſeſs. 
ay * 
Nor is this all which we thee grant; | % 


Rather than thou ſnhouldſt full Employment want, 
(We do ermit) in one Kingdom plant, 
Ranſack Lycurgus Streets throughout, . 

They've no Defence of Walls to keep thee out. 
On wanton and proud Corinth feize, ©  - 

i Nor let her double Waves thy Flames appeaſe. 4 

Let Cyprus feel more Fires than thoſe of Love: 

Let Delos, which at firſt did give the Sun, 

See unknown Flames in her begun, 8 

Now let her wiſh ſhe might unconſtant prove, 

And from her Place might truly move: 

Let Lemnos all thy Anger feel, 

And think that a new Vulcan fell, 3 

And brought with him new Anvils, and new Hell. 
Nay, at Athens too we give thee up, ; 
All that thou find'ſt in Field, or Camp, or Shop: 

Make havock there without Controul © 

Of To ignorant and common Soul. | 

But then, kind Plague, thy Conqueſts ſtop; 
Let. Arts, and let the Learned there eſcape, 

Upon Minerva's ſelf commit no Rape; 
Touch not the ſacred Throng, N. 

And let Apollo's Prieſts be (like him) young, 
Let him be healthful too, and ſtrong, 

But ah! too ravenous Plague, whilſt 1 
Strive to keep off the Miſery, ö | 

The Learned too, as faſt as others, round me die; 

They from Corruption are not free, 2 8 

Are Mortal, though they give an Immortality. 
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They turn'd their Authors o'er, to try 
What Help, what Cure, what Remedy 
All Nature's Stores againſt this Plague ſupply ; 
And though beſides they ſhun'd it every where, 
They ſearch'd it in their Books, and fain 9 5 2 
. ä i; it there, 
They turn'd the Records of the ancient times; 
And chiefly thoſe that were made famous by their 
To find if Men were puniſh'd ſo before; ¶ Crimes 
But found not the Diſeaſe nor Cure. 
Nature, alas! was now ſurpriz'd, 
And all her Forces ſeiz'd, oF 
Before ſhe was how to reſiſt advis d. 
So when the Elephants did firſt affright _ 
The Romans with unuſual fight, 
They many Battels loſe, | 
Before they knew their Foes, Icdpoſe. 
Before they underſtood ſuch dreadful Troops t' op- 
| XVIII. 
Now ev'ry different Se& agrees 1 
Againſt their common Adverſary, the Diſeaſe, 

And all their little wranglings ceaſm 

The Pythagoreans from their Precepts ſwerve, 
No more their Silence they obſerve, 

Out of their Schools they run, 
Lament, and cry, and groan; 

They now deſir'd their Metempſychoſis; 

Not only to diſpute, but wiſh ,. 
That they might turn to Beaſts, or Fowls, or Fiſk, 

If the Platonicks had been here, | 

They would have curs'd their Maſter's Year, 

When all things ſhall be as they were, 

When they again the fame Diſeaſe ſhould bear: 
All the Philoſophers would now, 
What the great Stagyrite ſhall do, 

Themſelves into the Waters headlong 
e einn 
The Stoicks felt the deadly Stroke, 

At firſt Aſſault their Courage was not broke, 


* 


throw. 


They 
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They call'd in all the Cobweb aid | 

Of Rules and Precepts, which in Store they had; 
They bid their Hearts ſtand out, | 
Bid them be calm and ſtout, 44 

But all the Strength of Precepts will not do't. 


They can't the Storms of Paſſions now aſſwage; 


As common Men, are angry, grieve, and rage. 

The Gods are call'd upon in vain, 

The Gods gave no releaſe unto their Pain, 
The Gods to fear even for themſelves began. 
For now the Sick unto their Temples came, 

And brought more than an holy Flame, 
There at % Altars made their Prayer, 
They ſacrific'd and died there, 

A Sacrifice not ſeen beform 
That Heaven, only us'd unto the Gore 
Of Lambs or Bulls, ſhould now 

Loaded with Prieſts ſee 2 * Altars too! 
The Woods gave Fun'ral Piles no more, 
We Dead — very Fire devour, 

t almighty Conqueror o' er- power. 

The noble and the common Duſt | 
Into each other's Graves are thruſt, 

No Place is ſacred, and no Tomb, 

'Tis now a Privilege to conſume ; 

Their Aſhes no JiffinAion bd; - 

Too truly all by Death are Equal made. 
The Ghoſts of thoſe. great Heroes that had fled 

From Athens, long ſince baniſhed, 

Now o'er the City hovered ; 

Their Anger yielded to their Love, 

They left th* immortal Joys above, 

So much their Athens Danger did them move. 

They came to Pity, and to Aid, 

But now, alas! were quite diſmay d, 
When they beheld the Marbles open lay'd, 
And poor Mens Bones the noble Urns invade: 
Back to the, bleſſed Seats they went, 

And now did thank their Baniſhment,, 
which they were to Die, in foreign Countries ſent. 
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But win; Great Gods! was worſt of all, 
Hell forth its Magazines of Luft did call, 
Nor would it be content” 

With the thick Troops of Souls were thithet lent; 
Into the upper rorld it went. | 
Such Guilt, fuch Wickedneſs, 

Such Irreligion did increaſe, | ; 
That the Fa ew Good which did ſuryive, 

Were angry with the Plague for ſuffering them to live; 
More for the Living than the Dead did ere. 
Some robb'd the very Dead, _ 

Thoꝰ ſure to be infected ere they fled, 

Tho? in the very Air ſure to be minded. | 
Some nor the 8 Shrines nor Tem 2 s par d, 
Nor Gods, nor Heavens ar d, 

Tho” ſuch Example of their Power appear'd. 

Virtue was now eſteem'd an empty Name, 
And Honeſty the fooljſh Voice of fame; 

For having paſt thoſe tort'ri ag Flames before, 
They thought MS Puniſhment already oer, 

Thought Heaven no worſe Torments had in ſtore; 
Here having tel one Hell,” they thought there Was no 


[more 


; — Arkan Bagh. 


By ur. s rens. 


| Ar * 8 - Call che Auſtrian Fagle fies, 
Bearing her Thunder to the Southern Skies; 
Where a raſh Prince with an unequal Sway, 
Inflames the Region, and miſguides the Day; 
Till the Aſurper from his Chariot hurl'd, 
Leaves the true ene e to command the World. 
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ME; actidentally with this Poem 
in Manuſcript, and being informed 
Wit it was a Piece of the Incomparable Mr. 
Abraham Cowley's, I thought it unjuſt to 
ide ſuch a Treaſure from the World. JI 
enember' d that our Author, in his Preface 
Wo bis Works, makes mention of ſome Poems, 
Written by bim on the late Civil War, of 
hich the following is unqueſtionably a part. 
bis moſt imperfect and unfiniſh'd Pieces, 
Whos will diſcover the Hand of ſo great a 
Mater. And (whatever his own Modeſty 
ight have adviſed to the contrary) there is 
ot one careleſs Stroke of bis but what ſbould 
we kept Sacred to all Poſterity. He could 
Write nothing that was not worth the pre- 
Werving, being habitually a Poet, and — 
n- 


— 


"op To the Reader. | 
Inſpir'd. Ii bi Piece the Judicious Reader 
will find the Turn f the Verſe to be hu; 
the ſame Copious and Lively Imagery of Fan- 
cy, the ſame Warmth: of Paſſion and Deli. 
cacy of Wit that ſparkles in all his Writing, 
And certainly no - Labours of 4 Genius | 
Rich in it ſelf,” and ſo Cultivated will 
Learning and Manners, can prove an ui. 
welcome Preſent 70 the World. 


” 
* 4. . 4 
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On the Late 


CIVIL WAR. 


REL, HAT Rage does England from it ſelf 
divide, 

G W uore than the Seas from all the World 
Ml (f beſide! 

33) * 2 part the roaring Cannons 


NN 


rom eve ry art . roars as loud as they. 
bat Engl: 4 Ground but ſtill ſome Moiſture bears, 
f Young Mens Blood, and more of Mothers Tears! 
bat Airs unthicken d with the Sighs of Wives, 

Tho' more of Maids for their dear Lovers Lives. 
Mas, what Triumphs can this Victory ſhew, 
hat dies us Red in Blood and Bluſhes too! 
ow can we wiſh that Conqueſt, which beſtows 
ypreſs, not Bays, upon the Conquering Brows ? 
was not ſo, when Henry's dreadful Name, 
Wot Sword, nor Cauſe, whole Nations overcame, 
o fartheſt Weſt did his ſwift Conqueſts run, 
for did his Glory ſet but with the Sun. 
Wn vain did Roderic to his Hold retreat, 
WW vain had wretched Ireland call'd him Great, 
Y ol, III. M Irelapd! 


*-, 
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Ireland ! which now moſt baſely we begin 
To labour more to Loſe, than he to Win. 
It was not ſo, when in the, happy Eaſt, 
Richard, our Mars, Venus's Iſle poſſeſt. (play's 
'Gainſt the proud Moon, he th' Engliſh Croſs (if, 
Eclips'd one Horn, and th' other paler made. 
When our,dear Liyes we ventur'd bravely there, 
And digg'd our own, to gain Chriſt's Sepulchre, 
\F That ſacred Tomb which ſhould we now enjoy, 
| il We ſhould with as much Zeal fight to deſtroy. 
Wo! The precious Signs of our dead Lord we ſcorn, 
I And ſee his Croſs worſe than his Body torn. 
| | We hate it now both for the Greek and Jew, 
|| Io us tis Fooliſhneſs and Scandal too, 
1 To what with Worſhip the fond Papiſt falls, 
That the fond Zealot a curs'd Idol calls. 
So, twixt their double Madne ſs, here's the odds, 
One makes falſe Devils, t' other makes falſe Gods, 
It was not ſo, when Edward E his Cauſe, 
By a Sword ſtronger than the Salique Laws, fRAH 
Tho? fetch'd from Pharamond, when the French dl 
With Womens Hearts againſt the Womens Right: 5 a 
Th' afflicted Ocean his firſt Conqueſt bore, J 
And drove Red Waves to the {ad Gallique Shore, 
As if he'd angry with that Element been, 
Which his wide Soul bound with an Iſland in. 
Where's now that Spirit with which at Creſſy we, 
And Poictiers forc'd hk Fate a Victory? 
Two Kings at once we brought ſad Captives Hot 
A Triumph ſcarcely known to ancient Rome; 
Two Foreign Kings: But now, alas, we ſtrive, 
Our own, our own good Soveraign to Captive! 
It was not ſo, when Agincourt was won; | 
Under great Henry ſerv'd the Rain and Sun; 
A Nobler Fight the Sun himſelf ne'er knew, þ 
Not when he ſtopp'd his Courſe a Fight to view! 
Then Death's old Archer did more skilful grow, 
And learn'd to ſhoot more ſure from th' Engliſh Bo 
Then France was her own Story ſadly taught, 
And felt how Cæſar and how Edward fought. 


4 
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It was not ſo, when. that vaſt Fleet of Spain 
Lay torn and ſcatter'd on the Engliſh Main; 
Through the proud World, a Virgin Terror ſtrræk, 
The Auſtrian Crowns and Rome's ſeyen Hills ſhe ſhook : 
To her great Neptune Homag'd all his Streams, 
And all the wide-ſtretch'd Ocean was her Thames. 
hus our Fore-Fathers fought, thus brayely bled, 
hus ſtill they live, whilſt we alive are dead: 
Buch Acts they did, that Rome and Ceſar too, 
ight enyy thoſe, whom once they did ſubdue. 
Ve're not their Off-ſpring, ſure our Heralds lie, 
ut Born we know not how, as now we Die; 
heir Precious Blood we could not venture thus: 
Wome Cadmus ſure ſow'd Serpents Teeth for us: 
e could not elſe by mutual Fury fall, 
WV hilt Rhine and Sequan for our Armies call: 
Whuſe War or Peace, you have a Prince, you know, 
s fit for both, as . are fit for you. 
rious as Lightuing when War's Tempeſt came, 
t Calm in Peace: Calm as a Lambent Flame, 
Have you forgot thoſe happy Years of late, 
at ſaw. nought ill, but us that were ingrate ? 
Wch Years, as if Earth's Youth return'd had bee, 
nd that old Serpent Time had caſt his Skin: 
Ws Gloriouſly, and Gently did they move, 
WS the bright Sun that meaſures them above 
Nen only in Books the Learn'd could Miſery ſee, 
pd the Unlearn'd ne'er heard of Miſery, 
en happy James with as deep Quiet Reign'd, 
in his Heav'nly Throne, by Death he gain; d. 
s eſt this Bleſſing with his Life ſhould ceaſe, 
WE |<ft us Charles, the Pledge of future Peace. 
ales, under whom, with much ado, no leſs 
Wan ſixteen Years, we endur'd our Happineſs; 
in a Moment in the North we find, 
w! empeſt Conjur'd up without a Wind. 
K ſoon the North her Kindneſs did Repent, 
Bo the Peace-Maker, and next War ſhe ſent : 
Tweed, that now had with long Peace forgot 
which {ide dwelt the Engliſh, which the Scor, 
M 2 Saw 


il 
ih 


So ſtrangely Prodigal of late we are, 
"We there buy Peace, and here at Home buy War. 


Through all the Excrements of State they pry, 


But Aaron's Sons, that the firſt Trumpet blew ? 


- The Churches firſt this Murd'rous Doftrine ſow, 
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Saw glittering Arms ſhine ſadly on his Face; 
Whilſt all th' affrighted Fiſh ſank down apace; 
No Blood did then from this dark Quarrel grow, 
It gave blunt Wounds, that bled not out till now! 
For Jove, who might have us'd his Thund'ring Poye, 
Choſe to fall calmly in a Golden Shower! 
A way he found to Conquer, which by none 
Of all our thrifty Anceſtors was known; 


How could a War ſo fad and barb'rous pleaſe, 
But firſt by ſland'ring.thoſe bleſt Days of Peace? 


Like Emp'ricks, to find out a Malady; 

And then, with deſp'rate Boldneſs, they endeayour 
Th' Ague to cure, by bringing in a Feaver : 
The way is ſure to expel ſome Ill, no doubt; 
The Plague, we know, drives all Diſeaſes out. 
What ſtrange wild Fears did ey'ry Morning breed, 
Till a ſtrange Fancy made us ſick indeed? 

And Comnrdiſe did Valour's place ſupply, 

Like thoſe that kill themſelves for fear to die! 
What frantick Diligence in theſe Men appears, 
That fear all Ms, and act o'er all their Fears? 
Thus into War we ſcar'd our ſelves; and who 


Fond Men! who knew not that they were to keep 
For God, and not for Sacrifice, their Sheep. | 


And learn to Kill as well as Bury now, 
The Marble Tombs where our Fore-fathers lye, 


Sweated, with dread of too much Company : © 
And all their ſleeping Aſhes ſhook for Fear, ＋ = 
| Left thouſand Ghoſts would come and ſhroud . 

Petitions next from ey'ry Town they frame, 4 2 


To be reſtor'd to them from whom they came. 
The ſame 1 all, and the ſame Senſe does pen 
Alas, they allow ſet Forms of Prayer to Men. 
Oh happy we, if Men would neither hear 1 
Their ſtudy'd Form, nor God their ſudden Prayer 
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hey will be heard, and in unjuſteſt wiſe, 
he many-headed Rout for Juſtice cries. 8 
hey call for Blood, which now I fear does call 
For Blood again, much louder than they all. 
in ſenſeleſs Clamours, and confuſed Noiſe, 
ye loſt that rare, and. yet unconquer'd Voice. 
zo when the ſacred Thracian Lyre was drown'd, 
n the Biſtonian Womens mixed Sound; 
The wondring Stones that came before to hear, 
Forgot themſelves, and turn'd his Murd'rers there. 
Che ſame loud Storm blew the Grave Mitre down : 
WW: blew down that, and with it ſhook the Crow. 
Chen firſt a State without a Church begun; 
Womfort thy ſelf, dear Church, for then 'twas done. 
Ye ſame great Storm, to Sea great Mary drove, 
he Sea could not ſuch dang'rous Tempeſts move. 
he ſame drove Charles into the North, and then 
Vould readilier far have driven him back agen. 
o fly from Noiſe of Tumults is no Shame; 
eier will their Armies force them to the ſame: 
hey all his Caſtles, all his Towns invade, 
e's a large Priſoner in all England made! 
e muſt not paſs to Ireland's weeping Shore, 
he Wounds theſe Surgeons make muſt yield them 
e muſt not conquer his lewd Rebels there, [more : 
{| he ſhould learn by that to do it here. | 
he Sea they ſubject next to their Command, 
he Sea, that crowns our Kings, and all their Land. 
hus poor they leave him, their baſe Pride and Scorn, 
s poor as theſe, now mighty Men, were born. | 
When ſtrait whole Armies meet in Charles's Right, 
ow no Man knows, but here they are, and Fight. 
Man would ſwear, that ſaw this alter'd State, 
he ings were call'd Gods, becauſe they could Create. 
ain Men! "tis Heav'n this firſt AllRance brings, 


he ſame is Lord of Hoſts, that's King of Kings. 
lad Men forſook him, Angels from above 
ST A4ſyrian did leſs their Juſtice move) 
= ould all have muſter'd in his righteous Aid, 
nd Thunder gainſt your * would have play'd. 
3 * It 


* 
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And Curſed both, but ſpur'd on t 


— * — — 
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It needs not ſo, for Man deſires to right 

Abus'd Mankind; and, Wretches, you muſt Fight, 
Worſter firſt ſaw't, and trembled at the View, 

Too well the Ills of Civil War ſhe knew. 

Twice did the Flames of old her Towers inyade, 


Twice call'd ſhe in vain for her own Severn's Aid, 


Here firſt the Rebel Winds began to roar, 

Brake looſe from the juſt Fetters which they bore, 
Here mutinous Waves above their Shoar did ſwell, 
And the firſt Storm of that Dire Winter fell. 

But when the two great Brethren once appear'd, 
And their bright Heads like Leda's Off-ſpring rear'd, 
When thoſe Sea-calming Sons from Jove were ſpy'd, 
The Winds all fled, the Waves all ſunk and 455 
How fought great Rupert, with what Rage and Skill! 
Enough to've conquer'd, had his Cauſe been III! 
Comely young Man! and yet his dreadful Sight, 
The Rebels Blood to their faint Hearts does fright, 
In vain, alas, it ſeeks ſo weak Defence; 

For his keen Sword brings it again from thence: 
Vet grieves he at the Lawrels thence he bore; 

Alas poor Prince, they'll fight with him no more. 
His Virtue will be eclips'd with too much Fame, 
Henceforth he will not Conquer, but his Name : 


Here — With tainted Blood the Field did ſtain, 


By his own e and's Country's Curſes ſlain. 


The firſt Commander did Heaven's Vengeance ſhow, 
And led the Rebels Van to Shades below. | 


On two fair Hills both Armies next are ſeen, 
Th' affrighted Valley ſighs and ſweats between; 
Here Angels did with fair Expectance ſta 


And wiſh'd ou things to a King as mild as they; 


There Fiends with Hunger 2 did abide, 
” guilty ſide. 

Here ſtood Religion, her Looks gently Sage, 

goes but much more 2 or her Age! 

* 


ere Schiſm, Old Hag, tho' ſeeming Young, appears, 


As Snakes by caſting Skins renew their Years; 


Undecent Rags of ſeveral Dies ſhe wore, 
And in her Hand torn Liturgie, ſhe bore, 


Here 


e 
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Here Loyalty an humble Croſs diſplay'd,. | 

And l as Charles paſs'd by, ſhe bow'd and pray'd, 
Sedition there her Crimſon Banner ſpreads, _ 
Shakes all her Hands, and roars with all her Heads.” . 
Her knotty Hairs were with dire Serpents twiſt, 

And ey'ry Serpent at each other hiſt, 

Her ſtood White Truth, and her own Hoſt does bleſs, 
Clad with thoſe Arms of proof, her Nakedneſs, | 


| Thete Perjur ies like Cannons xoar aloud, 


And Lies flew thick, like Cannons ſmoaky Cloud. 
Here Learning and th' Arts met, as much they fear'd 
As when the Hunns of old and Goths appear'd. 

What ſhould they do! unapt themſelves to fight, 
They promis'd noble Pens the Acts to write, 
There 1gnorance advanc'd, and joy'd to ſp 

So many that durſt fight they knew not why: 

From thoſe who moſt the flow-ſoul'd Monks diſdain, 
From thoſe ſhe hopes the Monks dull Age again. 

Here Mercy waits with ſad but gentle Look; 

Never, alas, had ſhe her Charles forſook ! 

For Mercy on her Friends, to Heaven ſhe cries, 

Whilſt Juſtice pulls down Vengeance from the Skies. 
Oppreſſion there, Rapine and Murder ſtood 

Ready, as was the Field to drink their Blood, 

A thouſand wronged Spirits amongſt them moan'd, 
And thrice the Ghoſt of mighty Strafford groan'd. | 
Now flew their Cannon thick thro' wounded Air, 

Sent to defend, and kill their Soyereign there. 

More than he them, the Bullets fear'd his Head, 

And at his Feet lay innocently dead. | 
They knew not what thoſe Men that ſent them meant, 
And ated their Pretence, not their Intent, 

This was the Day, this the firſt Day that ſhew'd 
How much to Charles for our long Peace we ow'd: 
By his Skill here, and Spirit, we underſtood, a 
From War naught kept him, but his Country's Good. 
In his great Looks = chearfu] Anger ſhone! 

Sad War and joyful Triumphs mix'd in one, 

In the ſame Beams of his Majeſtick Eye, 

His own Men Life, his Foes did Death eſpy, | 
M 4 a ; Great 
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Great Rupert this, that Wing great Villmot leads, 

W hite-feather'd Conqueſt flies o'er both their Heads, 

They Charge, as if alone they'd beat the Foe; 

Whether their Troops follow'd them up or no. 

They follow cloſe, and hafte into the Fight, 

As Gift as ſtrait the Rebels made their Flight. 

So ſwift the Miſcreants fly, as if each Fear 

And J ealouſie they fram's. had met them there, 

They heard War's Muſick, and away they flew, 

The Trumpets fright worſe than the. Organs do. 

Their Souls which ſtill new By-ways do invent, 

Out at their wounded Backs perverſly went. 

Purſue no more, ye Noble Vittors ſtay, 

Leſt too much Conqueſt loſe fo brave a Day: 

For ſtill the Battel ſounds behind, and Fate 

Will not give-all; but ſets us here a Rate: 

"Too dear a Rate ſhe ſets, and we muſt pa 

One honeſt Man, for ten ſuch Knaves as they. 

Streams of Black tainted Blood the Field beſmear, 

But pure well-colour'd Drops ſhine here and there: 

They ſcorn to mix with Floods of baſer Veins, 

Juſt as the noble Moiſture, Oil diſdains. 

Thus fearleſs Lindſey, thus bold Aubigny, 

Amidſt the Corps of flaughter'd Rebels lye : 

More honourably than Eſſex e'er was found, 

With Troops of living Traitors circled round. 

Reſt valiant Souls in Peace, ye ſacred Pair, 

And all whoſe Deaths attended on you there: 

You're kindly welcom'd to Heaven's peaceful Coaſt, 

By all the Reverend Martyrs Noble Hoſt. 

Your ſoaring Souls they meet with Triumph, all 

Led by great Stephen, their old General. 

Go W——27z, now prefer thy flouriſhing State, 

Above thoſe murder'd Heroes doleful Fate. 

Enjoy that Life which thou doſt baſely ſave, 
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And thought'ſt a Saw-pit nobler than a Grave, Ar 
Thus many ſav'd themſelves, and Night the reſt, G0 
Night that agrees with their dark Actions beſt. T} 
A diſmal Shade did Heaven's ſad Face o'erflow, Lo 


Dark as the Night ſlain Rebels found below, 
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No gentle Stars their chearful Glories rear'd, 
Aſham'd they were at what was done, and fear'd 
Leſt wicked. Men their bold Excuſe ſhould frame 
From ſome ſtrange Influence, and ſo yail their ſhame.. 
To Duty thus, Order and Law incline, : 
They who ne'er Err from one eternal Line. 
As juſt the Ruin of theſe Men they thought, | 
As Siſera's was, gainſt whom themſelves had fought. 
Still their Rebellious ends remember well, 
Since Lucifer the Great, their ſhining Captain, fell. 
For this the Bells they ring, and not in vain, 
Well might they all ring out for thouſands ſlain. 
For this the Bonfires their glad Lightneſs ſpread, 
When Funeral Flames might more befit their Dead. 
For this with ſolemn Thanks they tire their God, 
And whilſt they feel it, mock th' Almighty's Rod. 
They proudly now abuſe his Juſtice more, 
Than his long Mercies they abus'd before. 
Yet theſe the Men that true Religion boaſt, 
The Pure and Holy, Holy, Holy, Hoſt ! 
What great Reward for ſo much Zeal is giv'n? | 
Why, Heaven has thank'd them. ſince, as they 
thank'd Heaven. | 
Witneſs thou Brainford, ſay thou ancient Town, 
How many in thy Streets fell groveling down. 
Witneſs the Red-Coats welt'ring in their Gore, 
And died anew inte the Name they bore. 
Witneſs their Men blow'd up into the Air, 
All Elements their Ruins joy 'd to ſhare. 
In the wide Air quick Flames their Bodies tore, 
W in Vaves, they are toſt by Waves to 
Shore. | 75h, 
Witneſs thou Thames, thou waſt'amaz'd to ſee 
Men madly run to ſave themſelves in thee. 
In vain, for Rebels Lives thou wouldſt not fave, . | 
And down they ſunk beneath thy conqu'ring Wave. 
Good Reverend Thames, the beſt beloy'd of all 
Thoſe noble Floods, that meet at Neptune's Hall; 
London's proud Towers, which do thy Head adorn, . 
Are. not thy Glory now, but Grief and Scorn. 
DO i ED RY Thou 
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Thou griev'ſt to fee the White-nam'd Palace ſhine, 
Without the Beams of its own Lord and thine: 
Thy Lord, which is to all as Good and Free, 

As thou kind Flood to thine own Banks canſt be. 
How does thy peaceful Back diſdain to bear 

The Rebels buſie Pride at Weſtminſter ! 

Thou who thy ſelf do'ſt without murm'ring pay 
Eternal Tribute to thy Prince, the Sea. | 

To 3 next Great Charles in Triumph came, 
Oxford, the Britiſh Muſes ſecond Fame. | 
Here Learning with ſome State and Reverence looks, 
And dwells in Buildings laſting as their Books; 
Both now Eternal, but they had Aſhes been, 

Had theſe Religious Vandals once got in. 

Not Bodley's Noble Work their Rage would ſpare, 
For Books they know the chief Malignants are. 

In vain ny ſilence every Age before, 

For Pens o | 

The Temples decent Wealth, and modeſt State, 
Had ſuffer'd, this their Ayarice, that their Hate. 
Beggary and Scorn into the Church they'd bring, 
And make God Glorious, as they made the King. 
O happy Town, that to loy'd Charles's Sight, 
In thils ſad Times giv'ſt Safety and Delis t. 
The Fate which Civil War itſelf doth Bleſs, 
Scarce wouldſt thou change for Peace, this Happinefs, 
Amidſt all Joys which Heaven allows thee here, 
Think on thy Siſter, and then ſhed a Tear, 

What Fights did this ſad Winter ſee each Day, 
Her Winds and Storms came not fo thick as they! 
Yet nought theſe far-loſt Rebels could recall, 

Not Marlborough's nor Circenſter's Fall. 

Yet ſtill for Peace the Gentle Conqueror ſues, 

By his Wrath they periſh, yet his Love refuſe, 

Nor yet is the plain Leſſon underſtood, 

Writ by kind Heaven, in B— ks, and H——7s Blood, 

Chad and his Church ſaw where their Enemy lay, 

And with juſt Red new mark'd their Holy-day. 
Fond Men, this Blow the injur'd 2455 ſtruck, 

Nought was more fit to periſh but thy Book. PE: 
1 ue 
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time to come will wound them more, 
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Such fatal Vengeance did wrong'd Charlegrove ſhew, 
Where H= both begun and ended too | 
His curs'd Rebellion, where his Soul's repaid 
With Separation, great as that he made, | 
H— , Whoſe Spirit moved o'er the mighty Frame 
O'th' Britiſh Iſle, and out this Chaos came, | 
H — n, the Man that taught Confuſion's Art, 
His Treaſons reſtleſs, and yet noiſeleſs Heart, 
His active Brain like Ætna's Top appear'd, 
Where Treaſon's forg'd, yet no Noiſe outward heard. 
'Twas he contriv'd Whate er bold Martyn ſaid, 
And all the popular noiſe that Pym has made. 
'Twas he that taught the Zealous Rout to rife, 
And be his Slaves for ſome fam'd Liberties, 
Him for this Black Deſign Hell thought: moſt fit, 
Ah! wretched Man, curs'd by too good a Wit. 

If not all this your ſtubborn Hearts can fright, 
Think on the Weſt, think on the Corniſp Might: 
The Saxon Fury, to that far-ſtretch'd Place, 
Drove the torn Reliques of great Brutus Race. 
Here they of old did in long Safety lye, 
Compaſs'd with Seas, and a worſe Enemy. 
Ne'er 'till this time, ne'er did they meet with Foes 
More Cruel and more Barbarous than thoſe, 
Ye noble Britains, who ſo oft with Blood 
Of Pagan Hoſts, have dy'd old Tamar's Flood; 
If any Drop of mighty Uther ſtill, | 


>. 


Or Uther's mightier Son, your Veins does fill, 
Shew then that Spirit; till all Men think by you 
The doubtful Tales of your great Arthur true. 
You have ſhewn it Britains, and have often done 
Things that have chear'd the weary ſetting Sun. 
Again did Tamar your dread Arms behold, 

As juft and. as ſucceſsful as the Old: 

It kiſs'd the Corniſh Banks, and vow'd to bring 
His richeſt Waves to feed th' enſuing Spring; 
But murmur'd ſadly, and almoſt deny'd p 
All fruitful Moiſture to the Devon ſide. | 

Ye Sons of War, by whoſe bold Acts we ſee 
How great a thing exalted Man may be, 


The 
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The World remains your Debtor, that as yet 
. Ye have not all gone forth, and conquer'd it. 
J knew chat Fate ſome Wonders for you meant, 
When matchleſs Hopton to your Coaſts ſhe fent. 
Hopton ! fo wiſe, he needs not Fortune's Aid, 
So. fortunate, his Wiſdom's uſeleſs made. 
Should his fo often try'd Companions fail, 
His Spirit, alone, and Courage would prevail. 
Miraculous Man! how wow'd I ſing thy Praiſe, 
Had any Muſe crown'd me with half the Bays 
Conqueſt hath given to thee? And next thy Name 
Should Berkly,. Stanning, Digby preſs to Fame. 
Godolphin thee, thee Greenvil I'd rehearſe, 
But Tears break off my Verſe, | 
How oft has ranguilh's Stamford backward fled,. 
Swift as the parted Souls of thoſe he led! 
How few did his huge Multitudes defeat, 
For moſt are Cyphers when the Number's great. 
Numbers alas of Men, that made no more 
Than he himſelf Ten thouſand times told o'er. 
Who hears of Stratton Fight, but muſt confeſs: 
All that he heard or read before was leſs 2. 
Sad. Germany can no ſuch Trophy boaſt, 
For all the Blood theſe twenty Years ſh'as loſt; 
Vaſt was their Army, and their Arms were more 
"Than th' Hoft:of Hundred-handed Gyants bore. 
So ſtrong their Arms, it did almoſt appear 
Secure, had neither Arms nor Men been there. 
In Hopton breaks, in break the Corniſh Powers, | 
Few, and ſcarce Arm'd, yet was th' Advantage ours, Wl 
What doubts could be, their outward: ſtrength to win, 
When we bore Arms and Magazine within? | 
The violent Swords out-did the Muskets Ire, 
It ſtruck the Bones, and there gave dreadful Fire: 
We ſcorn'd their Thunder, and the reeking Blade 
A thicker Smoak than all their Cannon made. 
Death and loud Tumults fill'd the place around; 
With fruitleſs Rage fall'n Rebels bite the Ground. 
The Armswe gain'd, were Wealth, Bodies of the Foe, 
All that. a. full. fraught. Victory can beſtow. - ; 
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yet ſtays not Hopton thus, but ſtill proceeds, 

purſues himſelf through all his —— Deeds. 

With Hertford, and the Prince, he joins his Fate, 

The Belgian rophies on their Journey wait. | 

The Prince, who oft had check*d proud / Fame, 

And fool'd that flying Congu'ror's empty Name: 

'Till by his Loſs that fertile Monſter thriv'd, 

This Serpent cut in Parts, rejoin'd and liv'd. 

It liv'd, and wou'd have ſtung us deeper yet, 

But that bold Greenvil its whole Fury met. 

He ſold, like Decius, his devoted Breath, | 

And left the Common-wealth Heir to his Death. - 

Hail, mighty Ghoſt ! look from on high, and ſee! 

How much our Hands and Swords remember thee: 

At Roundway-Heath, our Rage at thy great Fall 

Whet all our Spirits, and made us Greenvils all. 

One Thouſand Horſe beat all their numerous Power; 

Bleſs me! and where was then their Conqueror! 

Coward of Fame, he flies in haſte away, 

Men, Arms and Name leave us the Victor's Prey, 

What meant thoſe Iron Regiments which he brought, 

That moving Statues ſeem'd, and ſo they fought. 

No way for Death but by Diſeaſe appear d, 

Cannon and Mines, a Siege they ſcarcely fear'd : 

Till ' gainſt all Hopes they prov'd in this fad fight, 

Too weak to ftand, and yet too flow for flight, 

The Furies howl'd aloud through trembling Air, 

Th' aſtoniſh'd Snakes fell ſadly from their Hair; 

To Lud's proud Town their haſty flight they took, 

The Towers and Temples at their entrance hook * 

In vain their Loſs they' attempted to diſguiſe, 

And muſter'd up new Troops of fruitleſs Lies: 

God fought himſelf, nor cowd th' Event be leſs, 

Bright Conqueſt walks the Fields in all her Dreſs. 

Cou'd this white Day a Gift more grateful bring 

Oh yes! it brought bleſs'd Mary to the King! 

In Keynten Field they met, at once they view: 

Their former Victory, and enjoy a new. 

Keynton the Place that Fortune did approve, 

To be the nobleſt Scene. of War and Love; . 
VV 
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Through the glad Vail ten thouſand Cupids fled, 
And chas'd the wand'ring Spirits of Rebels dead; 
Still the lewd Scent of Powder did they fear, 

And ſcatter'd Eaſtern Smells through all the Air, 
Look happy Mount, look well, for this is ſhe 

That toyl'd and travell'd for thy Victory; 

Thy flouriſhing Head to her with Reyerence bow, 
To her thou oweſt that Fame which crowns thee now. 
From far ſtretcht Shores they felt her Spirit and Might, 
Princes and God at any diſtance fight. 

At her Return well might ſh' a Conqueſt have, 
Whoſe very Abſence ſuch a Conqueſt gave. 

This in the Weſt : nor did the North beſtow 

Leſs Cauſe, their uſual Gratitude to ſhow, - - 
With much of State brave Cavendiſh led them forth, 
As ſwift and fierce as Tempeſt from the North, 
Cavendiſh whom ey'ry Grace and ev'ry Muſe | 
Kiſs'd at his Birth; and for their own did chuſe : 
So good a Wit they meant not ſhou'd excel 

In Arms, but now they ſee't, and like it well; 

So large is that rich Empire of his Heart, 

Well may they reſt contented with a Part; 

How ſoon he forc'd the Northern Clouds to flight, 
And ſtruck Confuſion into Form and Light! 
Scarce did the Pow'r Divine in fewer Days 

A peaceful World out of a Chaos raiſe. | 
Bradford and Leeds propt up their ſinking Fame, 
They bragg'd of Hoſts, Se. Fairfax was a Name, 
Leeds, Bradford, Fairfax Powers are ſtrait their cwn, 
As quickly as they vote Men overthrown. © 
Bootes from his Wain look'd down below, 
And ſaw our Victory move not half ſo flow, 
I ſee the Gallant Earl break through the Foes; 
In Duſt and Sweat how gloriouſly he ſhows! 
I fee him lead the Pikes; What will he do? 
Defend him Heav'n ! Oh whither will he go? 
Up to the Cannons Mouth he leads! in vain 
They ſpeak loud Death, and threaten till they're ta'en, 
So Capaneu, two Armies fill'd with Wonder, 


When he charg'd Jeve, and grappled with his Thundet. 


Both 
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Both Hoſts with ſilence, and with terror ſhook, 
As if not he, but they were Thunder-ſtruck : 


| The Courage here, and Boldneſs were no leſs, 


Only the Cauſe was better, and Succeſs, 

Heav'n will let nought be by their Cannon done; 

Since at Edghill they ſinn'd, and Burlington. 

Go now, your ſilly Calumnies repeat, | 

And make all Papiſts, whom you cannot beet. 

Let the World know ſome Way, with whom you're. 
yext, | 

And yote 'em Turks when they o'erthrow you next, 

Why will you die,' fond Men? why will you buy, 

At this fond rate, your Country's Slayery ? 

Is't Liberty? what are thoſe. Threats we hear? 

Why do you thus th' old and New Priſon fill? 

When that's the only why; becauſe you will ? 


ain would you make God too thus tyrannous be, 


And damn poor Men by ſuch a ſtiff Decree. 

Is't Property? Why do ſuch Numbers then 
From God beg Vengeance, and Relief from Men? 
Why are the Eſtates and Goods ſeiz d on of all, 
Whom Covetous or Malicious Men miſcall ? 


What's mote our own than our own Lives? But oh! 
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Could Teoman, or could Bourchier find it ſo? 
The Barbarous Coward always us'd to fly, 

Did know no other way to ſee Men die. 

Or is't Religion? What then mean your Lies, 
Your Sacrilege and Pulpit Blaſphemies ? 

Why are all Sects let looſe, that e'er had Birth, 
Since Luther's Noiſe wak'd the Lethargick Earth, 


The Author went no further, - 
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© A New Ballad. 


: I. 
A LL the Materials are the ſame, 
; Of Beauty and Deſire; 
In a fair Woman's goodly Frame, 
No Brightneſs is without a Flame, 
No Flame without a Fire. 
Then tell me what thoſe Creatures are, 
Who wou'd be thought beth chaſte and fair? 
| * 0 


If on her Neck her Hair be ſpread, 

With many a curious Ring; 15 
That Heat which ſerves to curl her Head, 
Will make her mad to be a-bed, K 
1 And do another Thing, 
1 Then tell me, &c. 


III.“ 


If Modeſty itſelf appears 

With Bluſhes in her Face; 

Think you the Blood that dances there, 
Can revel it no other Where, 

Or warm no other Place? 

Then tell me, &c. 


2 
Ask but of her Philoſophy, 
What gives her Lips the Balm, | 
What makes her Breaſt to heave ſo high, 
What Spir'ts give Motion to her Eye, 
And Moiſture to her Palm? 
Then tell me, &c. * 


Then, Celia, be not coy, for that: 
Betrays thy Self and thee: 
There's not a Beauty nor a Grace 
Bedecks thy Body or thy Face, 
But plead within for me. 
Then tell me what thoſe Women are, 
Who. wou'd be. thought both chaſte and fairs 
7 
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To Mr. DRY DEN. 


B Mr. Jo. ApDIS oN, 


H O W long, Great Poet, ſhall thy Sacred Lays 
Proyoke our Wonder, and tranſcend our Praiſe? 
Can neither Injuries of Time, or Age, 
Damp thy Poetick Heat, and quench thy Rage ? 
Not fo thy Ovid in his Exile wrote, 
Grief chill'd his Breaſt, and check'd his riſing Thought; 
Penſive and ſad, his drooping Muſe betrays 
The Roman Genius in its laſt Decays. ; 
Prevailing Warmth has ftill thy Mind poſſeſt, 
And ſecond Youth is kindled in thy Breaſt ; 
Thou mak'ſt the Beauties of the Romans known, 
And England boaſts of Riches not her own'; 
Thy Lines have heighten'd Virgil's Majeſty, 
And Horace wonders at himſelf in Thee, 


W Thou teacheſt Perſius to inform our Iſle 
In ſmoother Numbers, and a clearer Style; 


And Juvenal, inſtructed in thy Page, 


W Edges his Satyr, and improves his Rage. 


CC 


Thy Copy caſts a fairer Light on all, 
And ſtill outſhines the bright Original. 

Now Ovid boaſts th' Advantage of thy Song, 
And tells his Story in the Britiſp Tongue; 
Thy charming Verſe, and fair Tranſlations, ſhow 
How thy own Laurel firſt to grow; 
How wild 2 4 chang'd by angry Gods, 


And frighted at himſelf, ran howling through the 
Woods. | 


O may'ſ thou till the Noble Tale prolong, 


Nor Age, nor Sickneſs interrupt thy Song : 

ben may we wondering read, how Human Limbs 
Have water'd Kingdoms, and difloly'd in Streams; 
of thoſe rich Fruits that on the Fertile Mould 


rund yellow by Degrees, and ripen'd into Gold: 


How 


242 We TIA PART of 
How ſome in Feathers, or a ragged Hide, 
Have liv'd a ſecond Life, and different Natures try'd, 


Then will thy Ovid, thus transform'd, reveal 
A nobler Change than he himſelf can tell, 


Mag. Coll, Oxon, 
June 2. 1693. 
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The Laſt Parting of HRC TOR and Ax. 
DROMACHE. From the Sixth Bok 
of HomrR's 1/ads. 


Tranſlated from the Original by Mr. Dryden. 
| ARGUMENT. 


Hector, returning from the Field of Battel, to viſt: 
Helen his Sifter-in-law, and his Brother Paris, who 
had fought unſucceſsfully Hand to Hand with Mene- 
laus, from thence goes to his own Palace to ſee hit 
Wife Andromache, and his Infant Son Aſtyanax, 
The Deſcription of that Interview is the Subject of this 
Tranſlation, | : 
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T H Us having ſaid, brave Hector went to ſee 
His virtuous Wife, the fair Andromache. 
He found her not at home; for ſhe was gone 
(Attended by her Maid and Infant Son,) 
To climb the ſteepy Tow'r of lion: . | 
From whence, with heavy Heart, ſhe might ſuryey 
The bloody Buſineſs of the dreadful Day, . 
Her mournful Eyes ſhe caſt around the Plain, 
And ſought the Lord of her Deſires in vain. 
But he, who thought his peopled Palace bare, 
When ſhe, his only Comfort, was not there; 
Stood in the Gate, and ask'd of ey'ry-one, | 
Which way ſhe took, and whither ſhe was gone: 
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If to the Court, or with his Mother's Train, 
In long Proceſſion to Minerva's Fane ? 
The Servants anſwer'd; Neither to the Court 
Where Priam's Sons and Daughters did reſort, 
Nor to the Temple was ſhe gone, to move 
With Prayers the Blue-ey'd Progeny of Jove; 
But, more ſolicitous for him alone, 
Than all their Safety, to the Tow'r was gone, 
There to ſurvey the Labours of the Field; 
Where the Greeks conquer, and the Trojans _ 
Swiftly ſhe paſs'd, with Fear and Fury wild, 
The Nurſe went lagging after with the Child. 
This heard, the noble Hector made no ſtay, 
Th' admiring Throng divide, to give him way: 
He paſs'd through ev'ry Street, by which he came, 
And at the Gate he met the mournful Dame. 
His Wife beheld him, and with eager pace 
Flew to his Arms, to meet a dear Embrace : 
His Wife, who brought in Dow'r Cilicia's Crown; 
And, in her ſelf, a greater Dow'r alone: | 
Aition's Heir, who on the woody Plain 
of Hippoplacus did in Thebe reign, 
Breathleſs ſhe flew, with Joy and Paſſion wild, 
The Nurſe came lagging after with her Child, 
The Royal Babe upon her Breaſt was laid 
Who, like the Morning Star, his Beams diſplay? 
= Scamandrius was his Name which Hector gave, 
From that fair Flood which Hion's Wall did laye : 
hut him Aſtyanax the Trojans call, _ - 
From his great Father, who defends the Wall. 
. Hector beheld him with a ſilent Smile, | | 
His tender Wife ſtood weeping by the while: 
reſt in her own, his warlike Hand ſhe took, 
Then 1 and thus prophetically ſpoke. 
Thy dauntleſs Heart (which J foreſee too late) 
Too daring Man, will urge thee to thy Fate: 
Vor do'ſt thou pity, with a Parent's Mind, _ 
is helpleſs Orphan, whom thou leav'ſt behind; 
Nor me, th' unhappy Partner of thy Bed; 
WY ho muſt in Triumph by the Greeks: be led: 


They 
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They ſeek thy Life; and in unequal Tit, 
With Many will oppreſs thy ſingle Might: 
Better it were for miſerable nre _ * 
To die, before the Fate which I foreſee, | 
For ah what Comfort can the World bequeath 
To Hector's Widow, after Hector's Death! 
Eternal Sorrow and perpetual Tears 
Began my Youth, and will conclude my Years : 
I have no Parents, Friends, nor Brothers left; 
By ſtern Achilles all of Life bereft, 
Then when the Walls of Thebes he overthrew; 
His fatal Hand my Royal Father flew, | 
He flew. Aztion, but deſpoil'd him not; 
Nor in his hate the Funeral Rites forgot; 
Arm'd as he was he ſent him whole below ; 
And Reverenc'd thus the Manes of his Foe ; 
A Tomb he rais'd; the Mountain Nymphs around 
Enclos'd with planted Elms the holy Ground. 
My ſev'n brave Brothers in one fatal Da 
To Death's dark Manſions took the — Way: 
Slain by the ſame Achilles, while they keep 
The bellowing Oxen and the bleating Sheep. 
My Mother, who the Royal Scepter fway'd, 
Was Captive to the cruel Victor made; 
And hither led : but hence redeem'd with Gold, 
Her native Country did again behold, | 
And but beheld: for ſoon Diana's Dart 
In an unhappy Chace transfix'd her Heart. 
But thou, my Hector, art thy ſelf alone 
My Parents, Brothers, and my Lord in one: 
O kill not all my Kindred o'er again, 
Nor tempt the Dangers of the duſty Plain; | 
But in this Tow'r, — our Defence, remain. 
Thy Wife and Son are in thy Ruin loſt: 
This is a Husband's and a Father's Poſt. 
The Scæan Gate commands the Plains below; . 
Here marſhall all thy Soldiers as they go; g 
And hence with other Hands repel the Foe. 
By 7 wild Fig- tree lies their chief aſcent, 
And thither all their Pow'rs are daily-bent : : 
| | 0 
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The two Ajaces have I often ſeen, f W 
And the wrong' d Husband of the Spartan Queen: 
With him his greater Brother; and with theſe 

Fierce Diomede and bold Meriones : 

Uncertain if by Augury, or Chance, 


But by this eaſie riſe they all advance; 


Guard well that Paſs, ſecure of all beſide, 
To whom the Noble Nector thus reply'd, 
That and the reſt are in my daily care; 
But ſhou'd I ſhun the Dangers of the War, 
With ſcorn the Trojans wou'd reward my Pains, 


And their proud Ladies with their ſweeping Trains. 


The Grecian Swords and Lances I can bear: 

But loſs of Honour is my only Fear, 

Shall Heffor, born to War, his Birth-right yield, 

Belie his Courage, and forſake the Field? 

Early in rugged Arms I took delight; 

And ſtill have been the foremoſt in the Fight: 

With Dangers dearly haye I bought Renown, 

And am the Champion of my Father's Crown, 
And yet my Mind forebodes, with ſure preſage, 

That Troy ſhall periſh by the Grecian Rage. 

The fatal Day draws on, when I muſt fall ; 

And Univerſal Ruin cover all, 

Not Troy itſelf, tho” built by Hands Divine, 

Nor Priam, nor his People, nor his Line, 

My Mother, nor my Brothers of Renown, 

Whoſe Valaur yet defends th' unhappy Town, 

Not theſe, nor all their Fates which 1 foreſee, 

Are half of that Concern I have for thee. 

I ſee, 1 ſee thee in that fatal Hour, 

Subjected to the Victor's cruel Pow'r : 

Led hence a Slave to ſome inſulting Sword : 

Forlorn, and trembling at a Foreign Lord. 

A Spectacle in Argos, at the Loom, 

Gracing with Trojan Fights a Grecian Room : 

Or from deep Wells the living Stream to take, 

And on thy weary Shoulders bring it back, 

While, groaning under this laborious Life, 


They inſolenty call thee Heffor's Wife; 
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Upbraid thy Bondage with thy Husband's name; 
And from my Glory propagate thy Shame. 
This when they ſay, thy Sorrows will encreaſe 
With anxious Thoughts of former Happineſs; 
That he is dead who cou'd thy Wrongs redreſs, 
But I, oppreſt with Iron Sleep before, 

Shall hear thy unayailing Cries no more. 

He ſaid. | 
Then, holding forth his Arms, he took his Boy, 
(The Pledge of Love, and other Hope of Troy ;) 
The fearful Infant turn'd his Head away; 

And on his Nurſe's Neck reclining lay, 

His unknown Father ſhunning with affright, 
And looking back on ſo uncouth a ſight. 
Daunted to ſee a Face with Steel o'er-ſpread, 
And his high Plume, that nodded o'er his Head. 
His Sire and Mother ſmil'd with ſilent Joy; 

And Hector haſten'd to relieve his Boy; 
Diſmiſs'd his burniſh'd Helm, that ſhone afar, 
(The Pride of Warriors, and the Pomp of War:) 
Th' Iluſtrious Babe, thus reconcil'd, he took: 
Hugg'd in his Arms, and kiſs'd, and thus he ſpoke, 

Parent of Gods and Men, propitious Fove, 
And you bright Synod of the Powers above; 
On chis my -Son your Gracious Gifts beſtow ; 
Grant him to live, and great in Arms to grow: 
To Reign in Troy; to Govern with Renown : 
To ſhield the People, and aſſert the Crown: 
That, when heareafter he from War ſhall come, 
And bring his Trojans Peace and Triumph home, 
Some aged Man, who lives this act to ſee, - 
And who in former times remember'd me, 

May ſay, the Son in Fortitude and Fame 


Out-goes the Mark; and drowns his Father's Name: 


That at theſe words his Mother may rejoice, 

And add her Suffrage to the publick Voice. 
Thus having ſaid, | | 

He firſt with ſuppliant Hands the Gods ador'd : 

Then to the Mother's Arms the Child reftor'd : 
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With Tears and Smiles ſhe took her Son, and preſs'd 
Th' Illuſtrious Infant to her fragrant Breaſt, 
He wiping her fair Eyes, indulg d her Grief, 

And eas'd her. Sorrows with this laſt Relief. | 
My Wife and Miſtreſs, drive thy fears away; i 
Nor give ſo bad an Omen to the Day: E 

Think not it lyes in any Gracian's Pow'r, 
To take my Life before the fatal Hour. 
When that arrives, not good nor bad can fly 
Th' irrevocable Doom of Deſtiny. 
Return, and to divert thy thoughts at home, 
There task thy Maids, and exerciſe the Loom, 
Employ'd in Works that Womankind become. 
The Toils of War, and Feats of Chivalry 
Belong to Men, and moſt. of all to me. 
At this, for new Replies he did not ftay, 
But lac'd his Creſted Helm, and ftrode away. 

His lovely Conſort to her Houſe return'd: 
And looking often back in ſilence mourn'd : . 
Home when ſhe came, her ſecret Woe ſhe vents, 
And fills the Palace with her loud Laments : 
Thoſe loud Laments her ecchoing Maids reftore, 
And Hector, yet alive, as dead deplore. | 


— 


: TnrENoODIA AvuGuSTAL1sS: 
I Funcral Pjndarick POEM Sacred to the 
Happy Memory of King CHARLES II. 


BY Mr. DRYDEN. 


Fortunati Ambo, 7 quid mea Carmina poſſunt, 
Nulla dies unquam memori vos eximet 4v0. 


mw OI e | 
HUS long my Grief has kept me dumb : 
Sure there's a Lethargy in mighty Woe, 
Tears ſtand congeal'd, and cannot flow 7 
And the fad Soul retires into her inmoſt Room 5 
2 247 Tears, 
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Tears, for a Stroke foreſeen, afford Relief; 


But, unprovided for a ſudden Blow, 
Like Niobe we Marble grow; 


And Petrifie with Grief, a 
Our Britiþ Heay'n was all Serene, 
No threatning Cloud was nigh, 
Not the lèaſt wrinkle, to deform the Sky; 
We liv'd as unconcern'd and happily - 
As the firſt Age in Nature's golden Scene. 
Supine amidſt our flowing Store, 
We flept ſecurely, and we dreamt of more: 
When ſuddenly the Thunder-clap was heard, 
It took us unprepar'd and out of guard, 
Already loſt before we fear'd, - l 
Th' amazing News of Charles at once was ſpread, 
At once the general Voice declar'd, , | 
Our Gracious Prince was dead. 
No Sickneſs known before, no ſlow Diſeaſe, 
To ſoften Grief by juſt Degrees: 
But, like an Hurricane on Indian Seas, 
The Tem 1 — roſe; | 
An — . Burſt of Woes : 
With ſcarce a breathing ſpace betwixt, 
This Now becalm'd, and periſhing the next. 
As if great Atlas from his Height 
Shou'd ſink beneath his heavenly Weight, 
And, with a mighty Flaw, the flaming Wall 
(As once it ſhall) {this neather Bal 
Shou'd gape immenſe, and ruſhing down, o'erwhel 
So ſwift and ſo ſurprizing was our Fear: 
Our Atlas fell. indeed; but Hercules was near, 
„ 
His Pious Brother, ſure the beſt 
Who ever bore that Name, 
Was newly riſen from his Reſt; 
And, with a fervent Flame, | 
His uſual Morning Vows had juſt addreft 
For his dear Sovereign's Health; 
And hop'd to have em heard, 
In long increaſe of Years, 


In Honour, Fame and Wealth: Guild ; 
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Guiltleſs of Greatneſs thus he always pray'd, 
Nor knew nor wiſh'd thoſe Vows he made, 
On his own Head ſhou'd be re pay d. | 

Soon at the ill-omen'd Rumour reach'd his Ear, 

(in News is wing'd with Fate, and flies apace) 

Who can deſcribe th' Amazement in his Face! 
Horror in all his Pomp was. there, 

Mute and magnificent without a Tear: 

And then the Hero firſt was ſeen to fear. 

Half unarray d he ran to his Relief, 

So haſty and ſo artleſs was his Grief: 

Approaching Greatneſs met him with her Charms 
Of Pow'r and future Stataem 

But look'd- ſo ghaſtly in a Brother's Fate, 

He ſhook her from his Arms. 

Arriy'd within the mournful Room, he ſaw 
God's Image, God's Anointed, lay 757 
A wild Diſtraction, void of Awe, 

nd arbitrary Grief unbounded by a Law. 

Without Motion, Pulſe, or. Breath, 
A ſenſeleſs Lump of ſacred Clay, 
An Image, now, of Death, ö 


— 


Amidſt his ſad Attendants Groans and Cries, 
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The Lines of that ador'd, forgiving Face, 
Diſtorted from their Native Grace 
n Iron Slumber fate. on his Majeſtick Eyes. 
The Pious Duke forbear audacious Muſe, 
No Terms thy feeble Art can uſe 
Are able to adorn ſo vaſt a Moe: | 
he grief of all the reſt like ſubject- grief did ſhow, 
His like a Sovereign did tranſcend; 13 
No Wite, no — — ſuch a Grief cau'd know. 
Nor any Name, but Friend. 
ou ' © 7 OO RY | 
O wondrous Changes of a fatal Scene 
Still varying to the laſt! | | 
Heay'n, though its hard Decree was paſt, 


eem'd pointing to a gracious Turn agen: 
Wl Death's up- lifted Arm arreſted in its haſte. 


r Heav'a 
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Heav'n half repented of the daom, 
And almoſt griev'd it had foreſee, 
What by Foreſight it wilFd eternally to come. 
Mercy abeve did hourly plead * 
For her Reſemblance here below; 
And mild Forgiveneſs intercede 
Io ſtop the coming Bow, © 
New Miracles approach'd th' Etherial Throne, 
Such as his wond'rous Life had oft and lately known, 
And urg'd that ſtill they might be ſhown. _ 
On Earth Lis ious Brother pray'd and vow'd, 
Renonncing Greatneſs at ſo dear a rate, 
Himſelf defending what he cou'd, ' 
From all the Glories of his future Fate, 
With him th' innumerable Croud - 
| Craelat Prayers © nn mn onent tr, 
Knock'd at the Gates of Heay'n, and knock'd aloud; 
The firſt well-meaning rude Petitioners, 
All for his Life aſſayl'd the Throne, 
All wou'd have brib'd the Skies by offering up their om 
So great a Throng not Heav'n itſelf cou'd bar; 
*Twas almoſt born by force as in the Giants Wu. 
The Pray'rs, at leaſt, for his Reprieve were heart; 
His Death, like Hezekiah's, was deferr'd: | 
Againſt the Sun the Shadow went; | 
Five Days, thoſe five Degrees, were lent 8 
To form our Patience, and prepare th“ Event. 
The ſecond Cauſes took he wift Command, 
The Med'cinal Head, the ready Hand, 
All eager to perform their Part. 
All but Eternal Doom was conquer 'd by their Art: 
Once more the fleeting Soul came back 
T” inſpire the mortal Frame, 
And in the Body took a doubtful Stand, 
Doubtful. and hov'ring like expiring Flame, 
That * and falls by turns, and trembles o'er tl 
rand. | | 


The joyful ſhort-liv'd News ſoon' fpread around, 
Took the ſame Train, the ſame impetubus bout 3 
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The * Town in Smiles again was dreſt, 
Gladneſs in ev'ry Face expreſt, 5 
Their Eyes before their Tongues confeſt, 
Men met each other with erected Look, 
The Steps were higher that they took, 
Each to congratulate; his Friend made haſte ; 
And long inveterate Foes ſaluted as they paſt, 
Aboye the reſt Heroick James appear d 
n, Exalted more, becauſe he more had fear d: 
| His manly Heart, whoſe- noble Pride 
Was ftill above . 
Diſſembled Hate or varniſh'd Love, . 
Its more than common tranſport cou'd not hide; 
But like an Eagre' rode in Triumph oer the Tide. 
Thus in alternate Courſe, | 
The Tyrant Paſſions, Hope and Fear, 
d; Did in extreams appear, | 
And fla ſud upon the Soul with equal force] 
Thus, at halt Ebb, a rowling Sea | 


N Returns and wins upon the Shoar; 
The watry Herd affrighted at the roar, 
1. Reſt on their Fins a- While, and ſtay, 
ad; Then backward take their wondring way: 
: The Prophet wonders more than they, ö 
At Prodigies but rarely ſeen; before, Iiſway. 


And cries a King muſt fall, or Kingdoms change their 
Such were our counter-tydes of Tad, and 
| Preſaging of the fatal Blow, | =p 
In their prodigious Ebb and Flow, | 
= The Royal Soul, that like the labouring Moon, 
By Charms of Art was: hurried down, 
Forc'd with regret to leave her Native Sphere, 
Came but-a-while on. liking here: 
Soon _ of the painful Strife, 
And made but faint Eſſays of Life: 
An Eveni li ht, 
Soon ſhut in Night; 


WO 4" Eagre is @ Tyde felling, above another Tide, which 1 
a ſelf obſerved on the River Trent as, u 
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A ftrong Diſtemper, and a weak Relief; 


The Sons of Art all Med'cines try'd, 

And every noble Remedi | 
With Emulation eac 
His utm6f{t Skill, nay more they pray d: 

Was never loſing Game with better Conduct play'd, 

Death never won a Stake with greater toyl, 
Nor eer was Fate ſo near a foil: 

But like a Fortreſs on a Rock, | 

Th'. .impregnable Diſeaſe their vain - Attempts dil 
Ss TI pris: 

They min'd it nea 


eff 


ly'd; 
hot 


- 


Short Interyals of Joy, and long Returns of Grief. 
BIS 4 : | V , n 0 


r, they batter'd from afar 


With all the Cannon of the Med'cinal War; 


No gentle means cou'd be eflay'd,- 


'Twas beyond parly when the Siege was laid: 
T b'extreameſt ways they firſt ordain, 
Preſcribing ſuch intolerable Pain, 1 


As none but Ceſar cou'd ſuſtain. : 


Undaunted ys e an 


The Malice of their Art, nor bent, | 
Beneath what-e'er their-Pious Rigour cou'd invent. 
In five ſuch Days he ſaffer'd more 
Than any ſuffer'd in his Reign before; 
More, infinitely more, ve" 


an he 


Againſt the worſt of Rebels cou'd decree, 


A Traytor or twice-pardon'd Enemy. 
Now Art was tir'd without Succeſs, 
No Racks cou'd make the ſtubborn Malady confeſs, 
The vain Inſurancers of Life, 
And they who moſt 
Even Short and Hobbes forſook th' unequal ſtrife. 


erform'd a 


nd promis. d leſs, 


Death and Deſpair was in their Looks, 
No longer they confult their Memories or Books; 
Like helpleſs Friends, who: view from Shoar 
The labouring Ship, and hear the Tempeſt roar, 
So ſtood they with their Arms acroſs; 
"Not to aſſiſt; but to deplore 


Th' inevitable Loſs, 


VI. Dea 
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| | . e 
Death was denounc'd; that frightful ſound 
Which ev'n the beſt can N bear, 

He took the Summons void of fear; 

And, unconcern'dly, caſt his Eyes around; 

As if. to find — ado the grieſly Challenger. 
What Death cou'd do he lately try'd, 
When in four Days he more than dy'd. 

The ſame aſſurance all his Words did grace; 

The ſame Majeſtick Mildneſs held its Place; 

Nor loſt the Monarch in his dying Face. 

Intrepid, Pious, Merciful, and Brave, 

He look'd as when he conquer'd and forgave. 

EN 
As if ſome Angel had been ſent 
To lengthen out his Government, 

And to foretell as many Years again, - 

As he had number'd in his happy Reign, - 
So chearfully he took the Doom 

Of his departing Breath; 
Nor ſhrunk nor ſtept aſide for Death: 

But, with unalter'd pace, kept on; 
Providing for Events to come, 

When he reſign'd the Throne. 

Still he maintain'd his Kingly State; 

+ And grew familiar with his Fate. 

Lind, good and gracioug to the laſt, | 

Dn all he loy'd before, his dying Beams he caſt : 

| Oh truly Good, and truly Great, 

For glorious as he roſe, benignly ſo he ſet! 

8 All that on Earth he held moſt dear, 

g He recommended to his Care, | 

To whom both Heav'n 
The Right had given, 
And his own Love bequeath'd ſupream Command : 
He took and preſs'd that ever Loyal Hand, 
W hich cou'd in Peace ſecure his. Reign, 
Which. con'd in Wars his Pow'r maintain, 
hat Hand on which no plighted Vows were ever vain. 


N; N Well 
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Well for ſo great a Truſt, he choſe 
A Prince who never difobey'd: | | 
Not when the moſt ſevere Commands were laid; 
Nor Want, nor Exile with his Duty weigh'd : 
A Prince on whom (if Heav'n its Eyes cou'd cloſe) 
The Welfare of the World it ſafely might repoſe. 
VIII. | | 
That King who liv'd to God's own Heart, 
Yet leſs ſerenely died than he: 
Charles left behind no harſh decree 
For Schoolmen with laborious Art 
To ſalve from _ : 14) | 
Thoſe, for whom Love cou'd no excuſes frame, 
He graciouſly forgot to Name. 
Thus fr my Muſe, though rudely, has deſign'd 
Some faint Reſemblance of his Godlike Mind : 
But neither Pen nor Pencil can expreſs 
The parting Brother's Tenderneſs- 


Though that's a Term too mean and low; 
(The Bleſt above a kinder Word may know :) T] 
But what they did, and what they ſaid, = 
The Monarch who triumphant went, | 
The Militant who ſtaid, ; Fo 
Like Painters, when their heightning Arts are ſpent, 
Is caft into a Shade. Wen 1 1 
That all-forgiving King, | ] 
The Type of him above, 
J 


That inexhauſted Spring 
Of Clemency and V a | 
— Himſelf to his next {ef aceus d, 
And ask'd that Pardon which he ne'er refus'd : 
For Faults not his, for Guilt and Crimes 
Of Godleſs Men, and of Rebellious Times; 
For an hard Exile, kindly meant. 


When his ungrateful Country ſent | F 
Their beſt Camilla into Baniſhments | | {ſent, 
And forc'd their Soy*reign's Act, they eou'd not his Con- 

Oh how much rather had that injur'd Chief 7 


Repeated all his Sufferings paſt, 


Than hear a Pardon begg d at laſt, 
— | Which 
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"Which given cou'd give the dying no relief: 
He bent, he ſunk beneath his Grief : 
His dauntleſs Heart wou'd fain have held 
From Weeping, but his Eyes rebell'd. 
Perhaps the Codike Heroe in his Breaſt 
Diſdain'd, or was 'aſham'd to ſhow 
So weak, ſo womaniſh a Woe, 
Which yet the Brother and the Friend ſo plenteouſſy 
IX. [confeſt, 
Amidſt that ſilent Show'r, the Royal Mind 
An eaſie Paſſage found, 
And left its ſarred Earth behind: 
Nor murm'ring Groan expreſt, nor labouring Sound, 
Nor any leaft tumultuous Breath; 
Calm was his Life, and quiet was his Death. 
Soft as thoſe gentle Whiſpers were, 
In which th” Almighty did appear; | 
By the ſtill Sound, the Prophet knew him there. 
That Peace which made thy Proſperous Reign to ſhine, 
That Peace thou leav'ſt to thy Imperial Line, 
= That Peace, Oh happy Shade, be ever thine! 


bor all thoſe Joys thy Reſtauration brought, 
: For all .the Miracles it wrought, 

| For all the healing Balm thy Mercy pour'd 
into the Nation's bleeding Wound, 

And Care that after kept it ſound, 

For numerous Bleſſings yearly, ſhour'd, 

And Property with Plenty crown'd; 

For Freedom, ſtill maintain'd alive, | 
Freedom, which in no other Land will thrive, 
Freedom, an Engliſh Subject's ſole Prerogative, 

Without whoſe Charms ev'n Peace wou'd be 

But a dull quiet Slavery: 

For theſe and more, accept our Pious Praiſe ; 


. 


Tis all the Subſidy, _ 

The preſent Age can raiſe, 
The reſt is charg'd on late Poſterity : 
Poſterity is charg'd the more, | 
Becauſe the large abounding Store 

N44 To 
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To them and to their Heirs, is ſtill entail'd by thee, 


Succeſſion, of a_long Deſcent, 1 
Which Chaſtly in the Channels ran. 
And from our Demi-gods began, 
Equal almoſt to Time in its extent, 
Through Hazards numberleſs and great, 
Thou haft deriv'd this mighty Bleſſing down, 
And fixt the faireſt Gem that decks th' Imperial 
Crown: | 7 
Not Faction, when it ſhook thy Regal Seat, 
Not Senates, inſolently loud. 
{Thoſe Ecchoes of a thoughtleſs Crowd, ) 
Not Foreign or Domeſtick Treachery, 
Could warp thy Soul to their unjuſt Decree. 
So much thy Foes thy manly Mind miſtook, 
Who judg'd it by the Mildneſs of thy look: 
Like a well-temper'd Sword, it bent at will; 
But kept the Native toughneſs of the Steel. 
RA ee 
Be true, O Clio, to thy Hero's Name! 
But draw him ſtrictly ſo br 
That all who view. the Piece may know 
He needs no Trappings of fictitious fame: 
The Load's too weighty : Thou may iſt chuſe 
Some Parts of Praiſe, and Do relies , 
Write, that his Annals may be thought more layiſh 
e 
In ſcanty Truth thou haſt confin d 
The Virtues. of a Royal Mind, . 
Forgiving, bounteous, humble, juſt and kind: 
His Converſation, Wit, and Parts 
His Knowledge in The Nobleſt, uſeful Arts, 
Were ſuch, Dead. Authors cou'd not give; 

But habitudes of thoſe who live; 8 
Who, lighting him, did greater Lights receive: 
He drain'd from all, and all they. knew; 

His Apprehenfion quick, his Judgment true : 
That the moſt Learn'd, with thame, confeſs -.. 
His Knowledge more, his Reading only leſs. 
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1 . 15 
Amidſt the peaceful Triumphs of his Reign, 
What Wonder if the kindly Beams he ſhed 
Reviy'd the drooping Arts again, 
If Science rais'd her Head, 
And ſoft Humanity, that from Rebellion fled. 
Our Iſle, indeed, too fruitful was before; 
But all uncultivated lay : 
Out of the Solar walk and Heaven's high Way; 
With rank Geneva Weeds run o'er, 
And Cockle, at the beſt, amidſt the Corn it bore : 
The Royal Husbandman appear'd, 
And Plough'd, and Sow'd, and Till'd, 
The Thorns he rooted out, the Rubbiſh clear'd, 
And Bleſt th' obedient Field, 
When, ſtraight, a double Harveſt roſe 
Such as the . Indian mowes; 
Or happier Climates near the Line, 
Or Paradiſe manur' d, and dreſt by Hands Divine. 
DR XIII, 
As when the New-born Phoenix takes his way, 
His rich Paternal Regions to ſurvey, 
Of airy Choriſters a numerous Train Ty 
Attend his wondrous Progreſs o'er the Plain; 
So, riſing from his Father's Urn, 
So Glorious did our Charles return; 
Th' officious Muſes came along, 
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gay Harmonious Quire of Angels ever Young: . 
The _ that mourns him now his happy Triumph 
un a: 
en they cou'd thrive in his Auſpicious Reign; 
And ſuch a plenteous Crop they bore 
Of pureſt and well-winow'd Grain, 
As Pritam never knew before. | 
Tho' little was their Hire and light their Gain, 
Yet ſomewhat to their Share he threw; 
Fed from his Hand, they ſung and flew, 
ie Birds of Paradiſe, that liv'd on Morning Dew. 
oh never let their Lays his Name forget! 
The Penſion of a Prince's Praiſe is great, 
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Live then, thon great Encourager of Arts, 
Live ever in our thankful Hearts; 
Live bleft above, almoſt invok' d below; 
Live and receive this Pious Vow, 
Our Patron once, our Guardian Angel now. 
Thou Fabixs of a linking State, 
Who didft, by wiſe delays, divert our Fate, 
When Faction like a Tempeſt rofe, 
In Death's moſt hideons Form, 
Then, Art to Rage thou didſt oppoſe, 
To weather out the Storm: 1 
Not quitting thy Supream Command, 
Thou Paid e 5355 with a ſteady Hand, 
Till faſely on the Shore the Bark did land: 
The Bark that all our Bleſſings brought, 
\Charg'd with thy Self and James, a doubly wi 
| ED XIV. [fraughy, 
Oh frail Eftate of human Things. 
And flippery hopes below! 
Now to our Col your ——— we know, 
(For *tis a Leſſon Yearly bought) 
\flurance here is never to be ſought. 
The beſt, and beſt beloy'd of Kings, 
And beſt deferving to be ſo, 
When fcarce he had eſcap'd the fatal Blow 
Of Faction and Confpiracy, 
Death did his promis d Hopes deſtroy : 
He toil'd, he gain'd, but liv'd not to enjoy. 
What Mifts of Providence are thefe 
Through which we cannot ſee! 
So Saints, by ſupernatural Pow'r ſet free, 
Are left at laſt in Matyrdom to die; 
Sach is the end of oft repeated Miracles, 
Forgive me Heay'n that impious Thought, | 
'Twas Grief for Charles, to Madneſs wrought, 
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That queſtion'd thy Supream Decree ! 

Thou didft his gracious Reign prolong, 

Even in thy Saints and Angels wrong, 
Ris Fellow - Citizens of Immortality: 


al 
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For twelve long Years of Exile, born, 
© So ftriftly wer't thou Juſt to pay, 


Even to the driblet of 4 Day. 
Yet ſtill we murmur, and complain, 


The Quails and Manna ſhou'd no onger rain; 


Thoſe Miracles twas needleſs to renew; 


A Warlike Prince aſcends the Regal State, 

A Prince, long exercis'd by Fate: 

Long may he keep, tno' he: obtains it late. 
Heroes, in Heaven's peculiar Mold are caſt, 


But ere a Prince is to Perfection brought, 
He coſts Omnipotence a ſecond Thought, 
With Toil and Sweat, | 
With hardning Cold, and forming Heat, 
The Cyclops. did their ftrokes repeat, 
Before th' impenetrable Shield was wrought. 
It looks as if the Maker wou'd not own 
The noble Work for his, 


XVI. 
View then a Monarch ripen'd for a Throne. 
Alcides thus his Race began, 
O'er Infancy he ſwiftly ran; 


Dangers and Toils, and Juno's Hate 
Even o'er his Cradle lay in wait; 
And there he grapled firſt with Fate: 


So early was the Deity confeſt; 
hus dit ies prove a Soul legitimately Great. 
Like his, our Hero's Infancy was try'd 55 


Betimes the Furies did their Shakes provide; 
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wice twelve we number ' d ſince his bleſt Return: 


The choſen Flock has 54. = promis'd Land in view. 


They and their Poets are not form'd in haſte; | 

Man was the firſt in God's deſign, and Man was made 
Falſe Heroes, made by Flattery ſo, [the laſt. 

Heav'n can ſtrike out, like Sparkles, at a Blow; 


Before *twas try'd and found aMaſter-piece.. j Tx, 


The future God, at firſt, was more than Man: 


n his young Hands the hiſſing Snakes he preſt, 
WT hus, by degrees, he roſe to Joue's Imperial Seat; 
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And, to his Infant Arms oppoſe 
His Father's Rebels, and his Brother“ Foesʒ 
The more oppreft, the higher ſtill he roſe: 
Thoſe were the Preludes of his fate 
That form'd his Manhood, to ſubdue 
The Hydra of the many-headed, hiſſing Crew. 
XVII. end 
As after Numa's peaceful Reign, + 
The Martial Ancus did the Scepter wield, 


Furbiſh'd the ruſty Sword again 

Reſum'd the long-forgotten Shield. 
And led the Latins to the duſty Field : + 

So James the drowſie Genius wakes ' | 

Of Britain, long entranc'd in Charms, 

Reſtiff and ſlumbring on its Arms: [dy ſhakes," 

Tis rows'd,and with a new ſtrung Nerve, the Spear alrea- 
No Neighing of the Warrior Steed, 

No Drum, or louder Trumpet, needs 
T'inſpire the Coward, warm the Cold, 
His Voice, his ſole Appearance makes em bold. 

Gaul and Batavia dread th impending blow; 
Too well the Vigour of that Arm they know; 
They lick the Duſt; and Crouch beneath their fatal Foe, 

Long may they fear this awful Prince. 

And not provoke his lingring Sword. 

Peace is their only ſure Defence, 

Their beſt Security his Word: 

In all the Changes of his doubtful State, 

His Truth, like Heav'n's, was kept inviolate, 

For bim to Promiſe is to make it Fate. 

His Valour can Triumph o'er Land and Main; 

With broken Oaths his Fame he will not ſtain; 
With Conqueſt baſely bought, and with Inglorious Gain, 

ö T Nett . 

For once, O Heav'n, unfold thy Adamantine Book; 

And let his wondring Senate ſe, | 
If not thy firm Immutable Decree, 5 
At leaſt the ſecond Page of great Contingeney) 

Such as conſiſts with Wills, Originally fre: 

Let them with glad Amazement lobxæKõæ 

On what their Happineſs may be: 
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Let them not ſtill be obſtinately blind, 
Still to divert the Good thou haſt deſign'd, 
Or with Malignant Penury 
To ſtarve the Royal Virtues of his Mind. 
Faith is a Chriſtian's, and a Subject's Teſt; 
Oh give them to believe, and they are ſurely bleſt! 
ey do; and, with a diſtant view, I ſee | 
Th' amended Vows of Engliſh Loyalty, 
And all beyond that Object there appears 
The long Retinue of a proſperous Reign, 
A Series of ſucceſsful Years, : 
In orderly. Array, a Martial, manly Train. 
Behold ev'n to 9 f 
A Conquering Navy proudly ſpread; 
The 57 8 roars, 
While ſtarting from his Oozy Bed, 


Tb' aſſerted Ocean rears his reverend Head; 


To View and Recognize his ancient Lord again: 
And, with a willing Hand, reſtores 
The Faſces of the Main. 
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Dum juga montis Aper, fluvies dum Piſcis amabit, 

Dimque Thymo paſcentur Apes, dum Rore Cicada ; 

Semper Honos, Nomtngque tuum, Laudeſque manebunt.. 
St canimus Svas, Sylva ſint Conſule digne.. 
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WINDSOR CASTLE. 


Hough þ Poets Immortality may give, 
Bf Troy does ſtill in Homer's Numbers | 
. 
How dare 1 touch thy Praiſe, thou 
lorious Frame, 
Which muſt be deathleſs, as thy Rai 
ſer's Name: N 
But that 1 wanting Fame am ſure of thine 
To eternize this humble Song of mine. 
At leaſt the Mem'ry of that more than Man, 
From whoſe yaſt Mind thy Glorieszfirſt began, bu 
Shall xen my mean and worthleſs Verſe mene, 
For Wonders atways did .his Name attend 
Thcugh now alas 1). in the ſad Grave he "NF EEE 
Yet foal his AR e for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe. | 
Great were the Toils attending the Command 6 
Of an ungrateful and a ſtiff- neck d Land. 
Which, grown too wanton, cauſe twas over-bleſt, | 
Wou'd never give. its Nurſing Father reſt; 4101 _ 
But, haying ſpoil'd the Edge of, ill-forg'd- Law, 
By Rods and Axes had. been kept i in A we 1 N 
But that his gracious Hands the Sceptre heid, 
In all- the Aft of Mildly guiding MP d ar oy id 4) 
Who ſaw-thoſe, Engines which unhing'd us move, 
Griey'd at our Follies with a Father's. Love, 
Knew the vile Ways we did. t' afflict him take, 
5 watch/d what haſte we. did ta Ruin make; aa: 
Yet when upon its brink, we ;ſeem'd to ſand, K T 
Lent to our Succour a forgiving Hand. W 
Though 'now (alas . in the ſad Grave he hes,. Te 
Vet ſhall bis Praife Jer euer live, and Laurels * a 
A ercy's 
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Merey's indeed the Attribute of Heav'n, 
For Gods have Powir to keep the Balance ey/n, - 
Which it Kings looſe, how can they govern well? 

Mercy ſhou'd pardon, but the Sword compel, 

Compaſſion's elſe a Kingdom's greateſt harm, 

Its Warmth engenders Rebels till-they dwaymy - 
And round the Throne themſelves in Tumults ſpread, 
To heave the Crown from a long Suff 'rer's Head, 
By Example this that God-like King once knew. 
And after, by Experience, found too trum. 
Under Phiifhen Lords we long had mourning, | 
When he, our great Deliverer, return d;; 
But thence the Deluge of our Tears did ceaſe, 
The Royal Dove ſhew'd us ſuch marks of Peace. 
And when this Land in Blood he might have hid, 
Brought Balſom from the Wounds our ſelves had made, 
Though now (alas!) in the ſad Grave hy hes, 

Tet ſhall his Preiſe for ever True,” an Laurels from it riſe, 

Then Matrons bleſs'd him as he paſs'd along. 
And Triumph echo'd thro' th' enfranchis'd throng, 

On his each Hand his Royal Brothers ſhone, 

Like two Supporters of Great Britam's "Throne : 
The firſt, for Deeds of Arms, renown'd as far 
As Fame e'er flew, to tell great Tales of War; 
Of Nature gen'rous, noe ſtedfaſt Mind; 
To Flatt'ry deaf, but ne'er to Merit'blind; 
Reſery'd in Pleaſures, but in Dangers bold; | 
Youthful in Actions, and in Co n 
True to his Friends, as watchful o'er his Foes, 
And a juſt Value upon each beſto w; 
Slow to condemn, nor partial to commend; . 

- The brave Man's Patron, and the wrong'd Man' 
Now juſtly ſeated on th' Imperial Throne, I Friend. 
In which high Sphere no brighter Star e' er ſhone : 
Virtue's/great Pattern, and Rebellion's Dread ; 
Long may he live to bruife that Serpent's Head, 
Till all his Foes their Juſt Confuſion meet, 
And growle and pine beneath his mighty Feet. 

The ſecond; for Debates in Councils fit, 
Of ſteady Judgment and deep piercing Wit; 
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To all the nobleſt Heights of Learning bred; - , . 

goth Men and Books with Curious Search had read: 

Fathom'd the ancient Policies of Greece. 
Ind having form'd from all one curious Piece, 

Learnt thence what Springs beſt move and guide 2 
nd could with eaſe direct the heavy Weight. State, 

But our then angry Fate great Glo ſter ſeiz'd, 1 61 

And never ſince ſeem'd perfectly appeas d. 

or, oh! What pity, People bleſs'd as we 

ith: Plenty, Peace, and noble Liberty, 

zhould ſo much of our old Diſeaſe retain, 

ro make us ſurfeit into Slaves again!! „ 

zlaves to thoſe Tyrant Lords whoſe Yoke we bore, 

And ſery'd ſo baſe a Bondage to before; Te oh 

Pet 'twas our. Curſe, that Bleſſings flow'd too faſt, 

r we had Appetites too coarſe to taſte. 80 

ond 1/raelites our Manna to refuſe, 

ind Egypt's loathſome Fleſn- pots murm' ring chuſe. 

Great Charles ſaw this, yet huſh'd his riſing Breaſt, 

hough much the Lion in his Boſom preſt. p 
Dat he for Sway ſeem'd ſo by Nature made, 

bat his own Paſſions knew him, and obey'd. 

aſter of them, he ſoften'd his Command. 

he Sword of Rule ſcarce threaten'd in his Hand. 

ern Majeſty upon his Brow might fit, - : 

ut Smiles, tl playing round it, made it ſweet: 

Wo finely mix'd, had Nature dar'd t“ afford 

ne leaſt Perfection more, h'ad been ador . 

ecrciful, juſt, good-natur'd, lib'ral, brave, -., f. 

WP ity, a Pleafſure's Friend, yet not her Slave. 

be Paths of Life by nobleft Methods trodzy- | 
Wt mortal Mould, but in his Mind a Gd. 

02h now (alas ) in the fad Grave he lies, | 

Wt all bis Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe... 

In this great Mind long he his Cares revolv d, 

Jad long it was ere the great Mind reſolv d. 

ill Wearineſs, at laſt his Thoughts compos d; 

1 "1 +; the Choice; and their Debates were clos'd. 
gat, on?: 25 4 0 ö oF © 
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Through all this Iſle, where it ſeems moſt- deſign'd, 
Nothing ſo hard as wiſh'd-for Peace to find. 
The Elements due Order here maintain, | 

And pay'their Tribute in of Warmth and Rain.. 
Cool Shades and Streams, rich fertile Lands abound, 
And Nature's Bounty flows the Seaſons round. 
But we, a wretched race of Men, thus bleſt, 
Of ſo much Happineſs (if known) poſſeſt, 
Miſtaking every nobleſt Uſe of Life, ? 
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Left beauteous Quiet, that kind, tender Wife, 

For the unwholéſome, brawling Harlot, Strife. 
The Man in Power, by: wild Ambition led, 
Envy'd all Honours on another's Head ;- 
And, to ſupplant ſome Rival, by his Pride 
Embroil'd that State his Wiſdom ought to guide. 
The Prieſts, who humble Temp'rance ſhould profeſ, 
Sought ſilken Robes and fat voluptuous Eaſe; 
So with ſmall Labours in the Vineyard ſhown, * 
Forſook God's harveſt to improve their own, | « 
That dark Znigma (yet unriddled) Law. 
Inftead of doing Right and giving ern 
Kept open Lifts, and at the noiſie Bar, 

Four times a Year, proclaim a Civil War; 
Where daily Kinſman, Father, Son, and Brother, 
Might damn their Souls to ruin one another. | 
Hence Cavils roſe gainſt Heay'n's and Ceſar's Cauſe, 
From falſe Religions and corrupted Laws; 

Till fo at laſt Rebellion's Baſe was laid, 

And God or King no longer were obey d. 

But chat ges A3 el whoſe ſurmounting Power 
Waited Great — in each emergent Hour, 
Againſt whoſe Care Hell vainly did deeree, 

Nor faſter could deſign than That foreſee, 
Guarding the Crown upon his Sacred Brow 
From all its blackeſt Arts, was with him now, 
Aſſur'd him Peace muſt be for him defign'd, 
For he was born to give it tall Mankin | 

By Patience, Mercies large, and many Toils, 
In his own Realms to calm inteſtine Broils, 


* 


= NH OOOEGHI OTH. > > © 


Thence 
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Thence every Root of Diſcord to remove, 
And plant us new, with Unity and Lov“,e. 
Then ſtretch his healing Hands. to neighbouring Shoars; 
Where Slaughter rages and wild Rapine roars; 
To cool their Ferments with the Charms of Peace, 
Who, ſo their Madneſs and their Rage might ceaſe, 
Grow all, (embracing what ſuch Friendſhip rings) 
Like us the People, and like him their Kings. 

But nou (alas) in the [ad Grave he lies, | 
Tet ſhall his Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe. 
For this Aſſurance , pious Thanks he paid, Ne 

Then in his Mind the beauteous Model laid 

Of that Majeſtick Pile, where oft his Care 

A- while forgot he might for Eaſe repair. 

A Seat for ſweet Retirement, Health and Love, 
Britain's Olympus, Where, like awful Jove, 
He pleas'd-could fit, and his Regards beſtow 

On the vain, buſie, ſwarmin orld below. 

E'en I, the meaneſt of thoſe ble Swains, 

WW ho ſang his Praiſes, through the fertile Plains, 

Once in a happy Hour was thither led, 
Curious to ſee: What Fame ſo far had ſpread. ' © 
here, Tell nn Maſe, what Wonders thou didſt find 
Vorthy thy Song and his Celeſtial Mind, © 
= Twas at that joyful, hallow'd Day's return, 
on which that Man of Miracles was born,  - 
t whoſe great Birth appear'd a Noon-day Star, 
hich Prodigy foretold yet many more; 

Did ſtrange Eſcapes, from dreadful Fate declare, 
Nor ſhin'd, but for one greater King before. 

Though now. (alas ) in the ſad Grave he lies, _ 
hall his Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe. 
For this great Day were equal Joys prepar'd, 
he Voice of Triumph on the Hills was heard; 
doubled Shoutings wak'd the Eccho's round, 
ad chearful Bowls with loyal Vows were crown'd. 
Wt, above all, within thoſe lofty Towers, 

V here Glorious Charles then ſpent his happy Hours, 
oy wore a ſolemn, though a ſmiling Face; 
WAS gay, but yet Majelfick, as the Place, 1 

: | Te 
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Tell then, my Muſe, what Wonders thou didſt | 
Worthy thy Song and his Celeſtial Mind. 27 
_ Within a Gate of nity. wn: whoſe ancient Frame 
Has out-worn Time and the Records of Fame, 
ARevyerend * Dome there ſtands, where twice each Day 
Aſſembling Prophets their Devotions pay, 
In Prayers and Hymns to Heaven's Eternal King, 
The Cornet, Flute and Shawme, aſſiſting asthey in 
Here Iſrael's myſtick Statutes they'recount, 
From the firſt Tables of the Holy. Mount, 4 
To the bleſt Goſpel of that Glorious Lord, 
Whoſe precious Heath Jalvation has reſtor'd, 
Here ſpeak, my Muſe, what Wonders thou didſt find 
Mor thy thy Song and his Celeſtial Mind,” 
Within this Dome a yn f Chappel's rais'd, 
Too Noble to be well deſcrib'd or prais'd. | 
Before the Door, fix'd'in an Awe profound, 
I ſtood and gaz'd with pleaſing Wonder round, 
When one approach'd who bore much ſober Grace 
Order and Ceremony in his Face'; © 
A threatning Rod did his dread Right-hand poize, 
A badge of Rule and Terror o'er the Boys: 
His Left, a. Maſſy bunch of Keys did ſway, 
Ready to open all to all that pay.” 
This Courteous Squire, obſerying how amaz'd 
wy Eyes betray'd' me as they wildly gaz d,. 
Thus gently ſpoke: Thoſe ꝙ Banners rais'd on high 
Betoken noble Vows of Chivalry; © 
Which here their Heroes with Religion male, 
When they the Enſigns of this Order take, 
Then in due method made me underſtand | 
What Honour fam'd St. George had done our Land; 


What Toils he vanquiſh'd, with what Monſters fro; N 
Whoſe Champions ſince for Virtue, Truth and Loni 
Hang here their Trophies, while their gen'rous Am 


Keep Wrong ſuppreſt and Iunocence from Harms, 


* 8 George 4 Church. wo 7} - George's Chappel, 
$ The Banagrs-of che Knights, of the Garter, 


Mm 


. To Darkneſsj] Wotths and Rottenneſs, a Prey. 
WU cg'd by fach-Thoughts as guide the ee | 
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At. this m' Amazement yet did greater grow, * 
For I had been told all Virtue was but Show; » 
That oft bold Villany had beft Succeſs, 12 110 
As if its Uie were more, nor Merit leſs, | 
But here I ſaw how it rewarded ſhin'd; 
Tell on, my'Muſez' what Wonders thou didſt i 
Worthy thy Song am Charles his mighty Mind. 

turm d around my Eyes; and; Lo, a * Cel, - 
Where melancholy Ruin ſeem'd ro dwell: 110 
The Door unbing d, without or Bolt or Ward, 
Seem'd as what d within found ſmall r 
Like ſome old Den, ſcarce viſited by tin; 
Where dark Oblivion lurk*d-and- watch'd for Prey. 
Here, in a Heap of confus'd 'Waſte, 1 found 
Neglected Hatchments tumbled on the Ground; 
The Spoils of Time, and Friumph of chat Fate 
Which equally on all Mankind does wait: 
The Hero levell'd in his humble Grave, 
With other Men; was now nor great nor brave; 
While here his Trophies, like their Maſter, lay, 


— 


Perhaps. his Fate: he did in 4 vr prey 


rell in his Prinee's and bis Country's: Caaſez 


But what his Recompence? A ſhort Applauſe, 
Which he ne&er hears, his Memory may grace, 


ill, oon forgot, another takes his Place. 


| Ere +; hi 


And hap appyt t Man's Chance who falls in time, 
irtue be become his Crime; R eit! 
is abused Deſert be calbd his Pride, 
- Fools and Villains on his Ruin ride. 


ut truly bleſt is he whoſe Soul can bear 


be Wrongs of Fate, nor think them worth his Care 

= hoſe Miad no Difappointment here can ſhake, 
= ho a true Eſtimate of Life does make, 
Knows tis uncertain, frail and will have end, 


o to that cc ſill his Thoughts does bend 


1 
] 
A 
* 
. 
3 
N 


2 


* An 1 Iſte in the Chereb, where the Barben of « trad Knight 
i carried, when another ſucceeds him. 
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Who, though his Right a ſtronger Power invade, 
Though Fate oppreſs, and no Man give him Aid, 
Cheer 'd with th Aflurance that he there ſhall find 
Reſt from all Toils, and no Remorſe of Mind; 
Lon Fortune's Smiles deſpiſe, her Frowns but-braye: 
For who's a Prince or Beggar in the Grave? 
But if Immortal any thing remain, 
RNejoice my Muſe, and ſtrive that End to gain. 
Thou kind Diſſolver of encroaching Care, 
And Eaſe; of ev'ry bitter Weight I bear, 
Keep from my Soul Repining, while I ſing 
The Praiſe and Honour of this Glorious King; 
And farther tell what Wonders thou didſt fit 
Worthy thy. Song and. his Celeſtial Mind. 
Beyond the Dome a Lofty Tower appears, 
Beauteous in Strength, the Work of long paſt Years, 
Old as his noble Stem, who there bears ſway, 


And, like his Loyalty, without Decay. 5 

This goodly ancient Frame looks as it ſtood 

The Mother Pile; and all the reſt her brood. q1 

So careful Watch: ſeems piouſly to kee p. Ml 

While underneath her Wings the Mighty ſleep; V} 

And they may reſt, ſince 'F Norfolk/there command, Nat 

Pp Safe in his faithful Heart and valiant Hands. e. 
But now appears the $ Beauteous Seat of Peace, or 
Large of extent and fit for goodly Eaſe; Ye 
Where Noble Order ſtrikes the greedy Sight i 

With Wonder, as it fills it with Deliggt; „ 

The maſſy Walls ſeem, as the Womb of Earth, WT he 
Shrunk when ſuch; mighty Quarries thence had birth; . 

Or by the Theban Founder they d been rais'd, 0 

And in his pow'rful Numbers thould be prais'd: he 

Such Strength without does every where abound, Wis 
Within ſuch Glory and ſuch; Splendor's found, WL ik + 

As Man's united Skill had there combin'd _ T3 

T? expreſs what one great Genius had delign'd. lor 
be Caftle, f The new Dale of N. Conſtable of Windlo „ 


caſtie. 5 The Houſe, d | 
| a | RU | 2 1? ö f * 
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Thus, when the happy World Auguſtus ſway'd, 
Knowledge was cherith'd, and Improvement made; 
Learning and Arts his Empire did adorn, A 
Nor did there one neglected Virtue mourn; 

But, at his Call, from fartheſt Nations came, 

While the Immortal Muſes gave him Fame. | 
Though when her far-ſtretch'd Empire flouriſh'd moſt, 
Rome never yet a Work like this could boaſt : | 
No Ceſar &er like Charles his Pomp expreſs'd, 

Nor ever were his Nations half ſo bleſt: 

Though now (alas ) in the {ad Grave he lies, 

Net ſhall his Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe. 


Here, as all Nature's Wealth to Court him preſt, 


teem'd to attend him, Plenty, Peace and Reſt. 
hrough all the lofty Roofs * deſcrib'd we find 

he Toils and Triumphs of his Godlike Mind : 

Theam that might the Nobleſt Fancy warm, 

nd only. fit for f his who did perform. 
Irhe Walls adorn'd with richeſt woven Gold, 

qual to what in Temples ſhin'd of old, 
Wrac'd well the Luſtre of his Royal Eaſe, 5 
WV hoſe Empire reach'd throughout the wealthy Seas; 
e which he wiſely choſe, when raging Arms 
Wc cpt Neighb'ring Nations waking with Alarms: 
or when Wars troubled her ſoft Fountains there, 
be ſwell'd her Streams, and flow'd in faſter here; 
ich her came Plenty, till our Iſle ſeem'd bleſt ä 
cCanaan's Shore, where Iſrael's Sons found reſt,” 
berefore hen Cruel Spoilers, who have hurl'd 
Waſte and Confuſion through the wretched World, 
o After-Times leave a great hated Name, 
be Praiſe of Peace ſhall wait on Charles's Fame; 
E's Country's Father, through whoſe tender Cave, 
ie a lull'd Babe ſhe flept, and knew no Fear; 
bo, when ſh” offended, oft would hide his Eyes, 
or ſee, becauſe it griey'd him to chaſtize. | 


* The Paintings done by I The Sienr Vero, bis Majeſy's 


ef Painter, 
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But if Submiſſion brought her to his Feet, 
Wich what true Joy the Penitent he'd meet! 
How would his Love ſtill with his Juſtice ſttive! 
How Parent-like, hom ſondly he'd forgive! 
But now (alas!) in the ſad Grave he lies, 
Yet ſhall his Praiſe for ever live; and Laurels from it riſ 
Since aſter all thoſe Toils through which he ſtroye 
By ev'ry Art of moſt emdearing Love, 
For his Reward he had his Brizain found, 
The Awe and Envy of the Nations round, 
Muſe then ſpeak more what Wonders thou didſt find 
Worthy thy Song and his Celeſtial. Mind. 
Tell now what Emulation may inſpire, _.. 
And warm each e Heart with Warlike Fire; 
Call all chy Siſters of the Sacred Hill, 
And by the Painter's Pencil guide my Quill; 1 
Deſcribe that lofty monumental * Hall, = 
Where England's Triumphs grace the — Wall, g E 
When ſhe led captive Kings from conquer'd Gaul. 
Here when the Sons of Fame their Leader meet, 
And at their Feaſts in pompous order: ſit, F- 
When the glad ſparkling Bowl inſpires the Board, 
And high-rais d Thoughts great Tales of War ata 
Here as a Leflon may their Eyes behold 5 
W hat their victorious Fathers did of old; 
When their proud Neighbours of the Gallick- Shore 
Trembled to hear the Engliſh: Lion roar. . 
Here may they ſee ho good old + Edward ſat, 
And did his $ Glorious Son's Arriyal wait, 1 
When from the Fields of vanquiſh'd France he came, 
Follow'd by Spoils, and uſher d in by Fame. 
In Golden Chains he their quell'd Monarch led. 
Oh, for ſuch, Laurels on another Head! 2 
Unſoil'd with Sloth, nor yet o ercloy'd with Peace, 
We had not then ſearn'd the looſe Arts of Eaſe. 
In our own Climes our vig'rous. Youth were nurſt, Wl 
And with no Foreign Educations curſt. | 


© Whett Sf," Ghdrg@s Feaf & ut. "7 Edv. tt, 3 
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Their Northern Mettle was preſerv'd . 197 
Not ſent for foft'ning into hower Ai. I N 
Nor did they'as now from fruitleſs. Travels come L 
With Follies, Vices and Diſeaſes 1 N | 
But in full Purity of Health and Mind: 
Kept up the. Noble Virtues of their Kind. 
Had not falſe. Senates to thoſe\ ils: diſpos vl 
EW hich long had England's Happineſs opfer d 
Wich ſtubborn Factibn and 'rebellious Pride, 
ll Means to ſuch a Noble End deny d, of 
To Britain, Charles this Glory had reftor'd,; : 
nd thoſe .reyolted Narions ond their Lor 
But now (alas!) in the ſad Grave bi lies, © 
, hall his Praife for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe, * 
And now ſurvey what's' open'd to our View, | 
ow down all Heads, and pay Devotion due, 
WT be Temple by this Hero: built behold, | 
\dorn'd with Carvings, and 0!erlaid: with . 
hoſe radiant Roof ſuch Glory daes diſplay, 
Wc think we ſee the Heaven ro which we Bey, 
o well the Artiſt's Hand has there 3 
be merciful: Redemption of Mankind; Dir 
be bright Aſcenſion of the Son of God; - 1 4 
V hen back through 8 Skies to Heavin he rode, 
With Lightning raund his nt, rr | 
5 where he tr. 3 
bus when to Charles, e was «givin: 5 21 l T 
iſdom, the, Brea eateſt Giſt of bounteous _—_— 
: Houſe like. his he built, and Temple rais d, 
WP vere his Creator might be ficly prais d); 1 
BY ith Kiches too aud 'Honours Was he Ceomn'd;" 
Nor whilſt he liv'd, was there one! like him found. 
Fherefore what once to Iſrael's Lord was ſaid, 
ben Sheba's Queen his gloricus Court ſubyey'd, 
o Charles Fame for evet ſhall vemain, 
bo did as wondrous things; Who did as ayReign, 
Happy were they who could before Him ftand; : 3: 
And ſaw the en of Ae bn A 
T HIET 5f mi 0 it 
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The meeting of a num'rous Senate draw 


From their foul Heads let them by handfuls tear 
Till ſuch bold Tumults and Diſorders riſe, [ned Skies 


| Unable to behold his dreaded Ray, 


Loet the dark Fiends:the troubled Air forſake, 


. ———  F—_—_—_—_—_—r—rTR ̃—— 
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For Heav'n reſolv'd, that much above the reſt 
Of other Nations Britain ſhould be bleſtt. 
Found him when 'Baniſh'd from his Sacred Right, 
Try'd his Great Soul, and ini it took delight; 


Then to his Throne in Triumph did him bring, 5 * 
Where never Rul'd a Wiſer, Tuſter King, | At 
But now (alas!) in the ſad Grave he lie, D 


Yet ſhall his Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe, 0 
Thus far che Painter's Hand did guide the Muſe, 07 


Now let her lead, nor will he ſure refuſe,  — A 
Two kindred Arts they are, ſo near ally'd,. 
They oft have by each other been ſupply'd.- Ti 


Therefore, Great Man! when next thy "Thoughts encline i H 
The works of Fame, let this be the Deſign. | Ti 
As thou couldft beſt Great Charles his Glory ſhow, 


Shew haw he fell, and whence the fatal Blow. 
In a large Scene, may give Beholders Awe, 


Over their Heads a black diſtemper'd Sky, 
And through the Air let grinning Furies fly, 
Charg'd with Commiſſions of Infernal date, 
To raiſe fell Diſcord and Inteſtine Hate; 


The uglieft Snakes, and beſt-loy'd Fav'rites there, 
Then whirl them {ny Venom as they fall) 
Mongſt the aſſembled Numbers of the Hall; 
There into murm'ring Boſoms let them go, 

Till their Infection to Confuſion graw ; 


As when the Impious Sons of Earth affail'd the threa- WA: 

But then let mighty Charles at diſtance ſtand, $ 
His Crown upon his Head, and Sceptre in his Hand; 
To ſend abroad his Word, or with a Frown 4 
Repel, and daſh th' Aſpiring Rebels down: 


Let them grow blind, diſperſe and reel away. 
And all new. peaceful Order ſeem to take. 

But oh imagine Fate thave waited lo 
An Hour like, this, and mingled in the T ens "| 
»7 0 ; - Ov Ous 1 
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Rous'd with thoſe Furies from her Seat below, 
T' have watch'd her only time to give the Blow: 
When cruel Cares by faithleſs Subjects bred, | 
Too cloſely prefs'd his Sacred Peaceful Head; 
With them Chaye pointed her deſtroying Dart, 
And through the Brain found Paſſage to the Heart. 
Deep wounding Plagues avenging Heav'n beſtow 
On thoſe Curſt Heads to whom this loſs we owe! 
on all who Charles his Heart affiiftion gave, 
And ſent him to the Sorrows of the Grave | 
Now, Painter, (if thy Griefs can let thee) draw 
The ſaddeſt Scene that weeping” N eer law; 
How on his Royal Bed that woful Payr 
The much-lamented Mighty Monarch lay 
Great in his Fate, and ev'n ober that a King, 
No Terror could the Lord of Terrors bring. 
Through many ſteady and 'well-manag'd Years 
H'ad arm'd his Mind 'gainſt all thoſe little Fears, 
Which commen Mortals want the Pow'r to hide, 
When their mean Souls, and valu'd Clay divide. 
Had ſtudied well the worth of Life, and knew 
ls Troubles many, and its Bleſſings fer; 
Therefore unmov'd did Death's approaches fee; 
And grew familiar with his Deſtiny. ! 
Like an Acquaintance entertains fi Fate, 
WV ho as it knew him, ſeem'd content to wait, 
Not as his Goaler, but his friendly Guide, 
While he for his great Journey did provide. 
„Oh couldſt thou expreſs the Yearnings of his Mind 
s his poor mourning People left behind! q 
ur that 1 fear will e'en thy Skill deceive, | 
one but a Soul like his ſuch Goodneſs could conceive. 
or though a ſtubborn Race deſerving ill, | 
et would he ſhew himſelf a Father ſtill. 
berefore he choſe for that peculiar Care, 
is Crowns, his Virtues, and his Mercies Heir. 
Preat James, who to his Throne does now ſucceed, 
and charg'd him tenderly his Flocks to feed; 
o guide them too, too apt to run aſtray, 
ind keep the Foxes and the Wolves away, 
"Q 3 Here, 
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Here, Pinter, if thou canſt, thy Art improve, 
And ſhew the Wonders of Fraternal Love; 


How mourning James by fading Charles did ſtand, f 
How round each other's, Necks their Arms they cat, Wi , 
Moan'd with endearing; Murm' rings, and embrac'd, | A 
And of their parting Pangs ſuch Marks. did give, 
I was hard to gueſs which yet cou d longeſt live. r 
Both their ſad Tongues quite loſt the Pow'r to ſpeak, 5. 
And their kind Hearts ſeem'd both Fe to break, WF 4 
Hete let thy curious Pencil next diſplay, T 
How round: his Bed a beauteous Offspring lay, Tu 
With their Great Eater's Micthng to be crown'd. . 
Like young fierce Lions ſtretehd upon the Ground, 7 
And in Majeſtick ſilent Sorrow drownu d. Þ 
This done, ſuppoſe the ghaſtly. Minute nigh, pl 
And Paint the Grieſs of the ſad Standers-by; 0 
Th' unwearied Rev'rend Father's pious Care, . 
Off 'ring (as oft as Tears could ſtop) a Prayer. Ii 
Of Kindred Nobles draw a ſorrowing Train, Bu 
W hoſe Looks may ſpeak how much they ſhar'd hisPain; . 
How from each Groan of his, deriving ſmart, be 
Each fetch'd another; from a tortur'd Heart. ne 
Mingled with theſe, his faithful Servants place, n 
With different Lines of ;Woe in-ev/ry Face; ¶ Exe, ge. 


With down-caſt Heads, ſwoln Breaſts, and ſtreaming sh. 
And Sighs that mount in vain the unrelenting Skies. 
But yet there ſtill remains a T ask behind, 

In which thy readieſt Art may Labour find. 

At diſtarce let the Mourning Queen appear, 
(But where ſad News too ſoon may reach her Ear;) Wl 
Deſcribe her proſtrate to the Throne above, | 
Pleading with Pray'r the tender cauſe of Love: 
Shew Troops of Lacel hoy'ring from the Sky, 
(For they when-e'er ſhe call'd were always nigh) 


Let them attend her Cries and hear her Moan, Irn 
With Looks of beauteous Sadneſs like her own, a 
Becauſe they know her Lord's great Doom is ſcal'!, in. 
And cannot (though ſhe asks it) be repeal'd, | rs 
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By this time chink the work of Fate is done, 
So any farther fad Deſcription ſhun, *T 
Shew him not Pale and Breathleſs on his Bed. 
'Twould make all Gazers on thy Art fall dead; | 
And thou thy ſelf to ſuch. a Scene of Woe 
Add a new Piece, and thy on Statue grow. 
Wipe therefore all thy Pencils, and prepare 
To Draw a Proſpeſt now of clearer Air. 
Paint in an Eaſtern Sky new . Day 
And there the Embryo's of Time diſplay; ; 
The forms of many ſmiling Vears to come, 
Juſt ripe for Birtb, and lab' ring from their Womb, 
Each ſtruggling which ſhall Elderſhip obtain, | 
To be firſt 'Grac'd with Mighty James his Reign. 
Let the Dread Monarch on his Throne appear; 
Place too the charming Partner of it there. 
Oer his their Wings let Fame and Triumph ſpread, 
And ſoſt- ey d Cupids hover o'er her Head; IP 
In his Paint Smiling, yet Majeſtick Grace, 1 
But all the Wealth of Beauty in her Face. 
Then from the diff rent Corners of the Earth 
WW Deſcribe. Applauding Nations coming forth, 
Homage to pay, or humble Peace to gain, 
And own Auſpicious Omens from his Reign. 
et at long diſtance his Contracted Foes. 
Shrinking from what they dare not now oppoſe; 
raw Shame or mean Deſpair in all their Eyes, 
and Terror leſt th' avenging Hand ſhould riſe, 
hut where his Smiles extend, draw Beauteous Peace, 
he Poor Man's chearful Toils, the Rich Man's Eaſe; 
Here, Shepherds piping to their feeding Sheep, 
or ſtretch'd at length in their warm Huts anos 20 
[There jolly Hinds (ſpread through the ſultry Fields, 


I * ſuch Harveſts as their Tillage yields; 


er ſhelter'd from the Scorchings of the Sun, 
heir Labours ended, and Repaſt begun; f 
Nang'd on green Banks which they themſelves did raiſe 
inging their own Content, and Ruler's Praiſe, 
raw beauteous Meadows, Gardens, Groves and Bowers; 
= here Contemplation beſt may paſs her Hours:: 
es e Fill'd 
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Fill'd with chaſte Lovers plighting conſtant Hearg, 
| Rejoicing Muſes, and encourag'd Arts. | 
Draw. ev'ry thing like this that Thought can frame, 
Beſt ſuiting with thy Theam, Great James his Fame, 
Known for the Man who from his youthful Years, 
By mighty Deeds has earn'd the Crown he wears; 
Whoſe Conqu' ring Arm far-envied Wonders wrought, 
When an ungrateful People's Cauſe he fought ; 
When for. their Rights he his brave Sword employ'} 
Who in Return would have his Rights deſtroy'd: , 
But Heav'n ſuch injur'd Merit did regard, 
(As Heav'n in time true Virtue will reward) 
So to a Throne by Providence he roſe, | 
And all who e'er were his, were Providence's Foe, 
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To KING YA M E S Il. on bt 
Acceſſion to the Throne. 


By Robert Mountague, of Trin. Coll. Cambridge, 


O UR Tears are paid: Let now our Native Tongut 
LU Expreſs our Joys, in its own Artleſs Song; 
And welcome you, great Sir, to that high Throne, 
Which Birth, and Merit, doubly make your own, 
The Feſt of Maſters and the Beſt of Friends, 
Deſervedly in Zeſt of Monar:hs ends. 
Joy of the Good, the Terror of your Foes, 
Whoſe Mind no Change or Fear in Danger knows; 
Who did through envious Storms undaunted ride, 
Broke the malicious Waves, and ſtemm'd the Tide. 
Tempeſts, that make ignoble Souls expire, 
Urge on the Brave, and lift their Virtues higher. 
HBZut now 'tis calm, the ſmiling Heavens are clear, 
Yeu of all Troubles eas'd, and we of Fear, 
Our Diſcords, Jealouſies, and needleſs fright, 
Your Goodneſs calms, your Virtue puts to flight: 
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80 When the Sun does mount the Eaſtern Sky, bj 
The ſick'ning Stars, and dazled Monſters fly, - - vl 
What Bleſſings will his bright Meridian ſhow, 1 
Whoſe riſing Beams rejoice and warm us ſo! _ ith 
In Promiſe Gracious, as in Actions Great, 
His Word maintains, bis Arm will raiſe, the State. ; 
You, you alone could fill Bleſt Charles's Place, 
The laſt great Pillar of the Stuart's Race: 8 
In whom contracting Nature has ingroſt / 
The Virtues, which in all the reſt are loſt. | 
Wiſdom of James, the Martyr's Conſtancy, 8 


But, Godlike Charles, what moſt excell'd in thee, 
All that bright numerous Hoſt in James agree. 
Whoſe — Valour did firſt ſnine Abroad, 
And Matchleſs Worth, in Foreign Armies ſhow'd 
Then in your Brother's, and your. Country's Cauſe, 
Your thundring Hand gave raging Neptune Laws. 
Oh happy Iſle! what will your Monarch now. 
For his own Glory, his own Englund, do? . 
Where will that King's victorious Arms be ſtay d, 
Whom, when a Subject, Winds and Seas obey'd?. 
Brave Engliſh Spirits with your Conduct join'd, 
Shall ballance Europe, and relieve Mankind. | 
Such were our Kings, from whom th' immortal Fame 
Of Poictiers, Agencourt, and Creſſy came. 

And lo! I ſee, I ſee, in Gacred Rage, 
Like Victories, like Triumphs, in this Age. 
Oh glorious Day! to Arms, to Arms they call, 
16! they quake, they ſhrink, they fly, they fall. 
Triumphant Laurels ſhade our Monarch's Brows,. 
James, and the Engliſh Name, no limit knows. 
Above the Stars his tow'ting Virtues go, 
And leave the Muſes fainting Wings below. 
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By James Mountague, of Trin. Coll. Cam. 


N O all our Grief for Charles, in James our Joys, 
Makes us forget our Tribute to your Eyes. 
Sorrow and Gladneſs may the Muſes 1 + 
But the whole Train muſt wait upon the Fair. 
They claim no great Concerus in Turns of State, 
But with glad Sorige, on riſing Beauties wait; 
And from your Influence expect their Fate. 
Mens Loyalty muſt to the King be ſeen, 
But Female Muſes ſnhould attend the Meen. 
Beauty and Poetry are near ally d. 
Each by the other's kindly Aid ſupply'd: 
| Poets owe Raptures'to Love's quick'ving Fire, 
And pay back Praiſes, which ſuch Eyes inſpire. 
What Eeſtaſies will then that Beauty move, 
Who wears the Crown of England and of Love ? 
Of Love, reſembling that We pay before 
The Heavenly Throne; which trembling we adore. 
No wonder Taſſo reach'd that glorious Height; 
How could his Genius take a ſower Flight, 
Rais'd by your Race, inſpir'd by Eyes ſo bright ? 
But whither would his tow'ring Muſe have flown, 
T' have ſeen his brave Clorinda on a Throne: 
Which now the Engliſh Diadem can ſhew:': 
Armida's Charms were but the Type of you. 
And now our Hopes expect, from ſuch a Race, 
An Hero, ſhall Rinaldo's Acts deface.'; © 
Fortune deſign'd that Favour to our Land, 
When ſhe preferr'd its Scepter to your Hand; 
And with your Beauty bleſs'd the Britiſh Crown, 
W hoſe Empire (ere a Queen) the World did own: 
But now does humble Adoration draw, 
And ſtrike at once (like Lightning) Heat, and Awe. 
This for Great James, kind Heav'n did prepare, 
To eaſe his Troubles, and unbend his Care. 
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This Bleſſing now, in Peace he may enjoy, 
Your mutual Happineſs no Storms deſtroy, © - 
No more the Wars of this ungrateful Land; 
(That pow'rful Call which be could ne'er withſtand,) 
Shall draw him from his loving Conſort's Breaſt, 
And make him loſe his own, to give us, Reſt. 
No more ſhall murm' ring Factions chaſe away, 
And force him over Seas, leſs rough than they: 
Now ſmiling Heaven will mighty Bleſſings ſhed; 
And future Kings ſpring from your Royal Bed. 
Thus great Æneas long with Tempeſts ſtrove, 
And did fierce Juno's utmoſt Malice prove: | 
In vain the rais'd up Hell, to ſerve her Hate, 
In vain, Mexentius ſtruggled againſt Fate; 
He gain'd his fair Italian Bride at laſt, 
The worthy Recompence of Dangers paſt ; 
Settled his Kingdom, vanquiſh'd all his Foes, 
And in Lavinia's Arms found ſweet Repoſe, , 
From whom the Ceſars came, and Rome's vaſt Em- 
pire roſe. $ | '% 
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On the Death of King CHARLES II. 


By Charles Montague, of Trin. Coll. Camb.. -- 


Arewel, Great Charles, Monarch of bleſt Renown, 
The beſt good Man, that ever fill'd a Throne: 
Whom Nature, as her higheſt Pattern, wrought,. 
And mix'd both Sexes Virtues in one Draught. 
Wiſdom for Councils, Bravery in War, | 
With all the mild Good-nature of the Fair. TH 
The Woman's Sweetneſs temper'd manly Wit,. - 
And loving Power did, Crown'd with Meekneſs, ſit; 
His awful Perſon Reyerence engag'd, A 
Which mild Addreſs and Tenderneſs aſſwag'd: 
Thus the Almighty Gracious King above, 
Does both command our Fear, and win our Lo. 
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_ -.. With Wonders born, by Miracles prefery'd, . 
A Heavenly Hoſt the infant's Cradle ſery'd : 
And Men his, healing Empire's Omen read, 
When sun with Stars, and Day with Night, agreed. 
His Vouth for, valorous Patience was renown d, 
Ike David, perſecuted firſt, then Ccown d. 
Lov'd in all Courts, admir'd where-e er he came, 
At ojice our Nation's Glory, and its Shame: 
They bleſt the Ie, where Lach great Spirits dwell, 
Abhozr'd the Men, that could ſuch Worth expel. 
To un our Lives, he meekly did defeat 
Thoſe Sauls, whom wand ring Aſſes. made ſo great; 
Waiting, till Heay*n's Election ſhould be ſhown, 
And the Almighty ſhould his Un#ion own, 
And own he did — his powerful Arm diſplay'd, 
* Iſrael, the Beloy'd of God, obey c. 
Jall'd by his People's Tears, he came, he cas'd 
The groaning Nation, the black Storms appeas'd : 
Did greater Bleſſings, than he took, afford, 
England itſelf, was, more * be, — i 
\ Yahappy Albion, by ſtrange. Ills oppre | 
EE . ee, could fin — Reſt: 
8 and wearied, to his Arms ſhe fted; | 
nd reſted on his Shoulders, her fair bending Head. 
In Conqueſts mild, he came from Exile kind, 
No Climes, no Provocations chang'd bis Mind: 
No Malice ſhow'd, no Hate, Revenge, or Pride, 

- Ratrul'd as meckly, as his Father dy d;: 
as'd us from endleſs Wars, made Diſcords ceaſe, 
Reſtor d to Quiet, and maintain d in Peace: 

A mighty Series of new Time began, 
And rowling Years in joyful Cireles ran. 
Then Wealth the City, Buſineſs fill'd the Port, 

To Mirth our Tumults turn'd, our Wars to 7 

Iden Learning flouriſh'd, blooming Arts did ſpring, 
And the glad Muſes prun'd their drooping Wing. 
Then did our flying Tow'rs Improvement know, 
Who zow command as far, as Winds can blow. 
Wich Canvaſs Wings round all the Globe they fly, 
And, built by Carles his Art, all Storms defy : > 
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To ev'ry Coat with ready Sails. are hurl'd; 
Fill us Vick ealth, and = our Fame the. World ; 
From whoſe Diſtractions Seas do us divide; 
Their Riches here in floating Caſtles ride. 
We reap the ſwarthy Indians Sweat and Tall © 
Their Fruit, without. the Miſchiefs of their Soll. 
Here in cool Shades their Gold and Pearls receive, © 
Free from the Heat which does their Luſtre giye. 
In Perſian Silks, eat Eaſtern Spice; ſecure - 
From burning Fluxes, and their Calenture. 
Under gur Vines upon the peaceful Shore, 
We ſee all Exrope toſt, hear Tempeſts roar, 
Rapine, Sword, Wars, and Famine rage abroad, 
While Charles their Hoſt, like Jou from Ida, ad, 
Us from our Foes, and from our ſelves, did ſhield, 
Our Towns from Tumults, and from Arms the Field. 
For, when bold Factions Goodneſs could diſdain, _ 
Unwillingly he us'd a ſtraiter Rein: | 
In the fat gentle Voice he loy'd to fpeak, 

But could with Thunder harden'd Rebels break... 
Yet though they wak'd the. Laws, his tender Mind | | 
Was undſturb , in Wrath ſeverely kind. 
Tempting his Power, and urging to aſſume; | 
Thus Jove in love did Semele confune.. 3 
As the ſtout. Oak, when round his Trunk the Vine a 
Does in ſoft Wreaths, and amoraus Foldings twine, 
Eaſie and ſlight appears: the Winds from far 
Summon their noiſie Forces to the War; 
But though ſo gentle ſeems his outward Form, | 
His hidden Strength out-brayes.the loudeſt Storm: 1 
Firmer he ſtands, and boldly keeps the Field. | 
Showing ſtout. Minds, when unprovok'd, are mild. 
So, when the good Man made the Crowd preſume, 
He ſhow'd himſelf, and did the King aſſume: 
For Goodneſs in Exceſs may be a Sin | l 
Juſtice muſt tame, whom: Mercy cannot win. | | | 
Thus. Winter fixes the unſtable Sea, 

And teaches reſtleſs Water Feat ni {a RR 

Which under the warm Influence of bright Days, 

The fickle Motion of each Blaſt obeys, 1 un 
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To bridle. Factions, ſtop Rebelllion's Courſe, : 
By eaſie Methods vanquiſh. without Force, Mi 
Relieve the Good, bold ſtubborn Foes ſubdue, Ne 
Mildneſs in Wrath, Meeknefs in Anger ſhew,- 
Were Arts, great Charles his Prudence only knew. 

To fright the Bad thus awful Thunder rolls; 


While the bright Bow ſecures the Faithful Souls. 1 

Such is thy Glory, Charles, thy laſting Name, T| 
Brighter than our proud Neighbour's guilty' Fame: 5 
More noble than the Spoils. that Battels yield, : 


Or all the empty Triumphs of the Field. | 
'Tis leſs to conquer, than to make War ceaſe, W 
And without fighting, awe the World to Peace; 


For proudeſt Triumphs from Contempt arife, 
The Vanquiſh'd firſt the Conqueror's Arms deſpiſe, N 
Won Enſigns are the gaudy Marks of Scorn, 1 


They brave the Victor firſt, and then adorn; 
But peaceful Monarchs Reign like Gods; while none 2; 


Diſpute, all Love, Bleſs, Reverence their Throne. Y, 
Tigers, and Bears, with all the fayage Hoſt, © T 


May Boldneſs, Strength, and daring Conqueſt boaſt: 
But the ſweet Paſſions of a Generous Mind, 

Are the Prerogative of Human-kind, | 

The God-like Image on our Clay impreſt, | 
The darling Attribute which Heaven loves beſt, 10 
In Charles, ſo good a Man and King, we ſee 

A double Image of the Deity, © 

Oh! had he more reſembled it! Oh why 
Was he not ſtill more like; and could not die? 
Now do our Thoughts alone enjoy his Name, 
And faint Ideas of our Bleſſing frame! | 
In Thames, the Ocean's Darling, England's Pride 
The pleafing Emblem of his Reign does glide. 
Thames, the Support, and Glory of our Ille, 
Richer than Tagus, or Ægyptian Nile. 

Though no rich Sand in him, no Pearls are found, 
Yet Fields rejoice, his Meadows laugh around ; 
Leſs Wealth his Boſom holds, leſs guilty Stores: 
For he exhauſts himſelf, t'enrich the Shores ; 
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Mild and ſerene, the peaceful eurrent flows, 

No angry Foam, no raging Surges knows. 

No Iroadfal Wreck upon mis Banks Appears, 

His Cryſtal Stream / unftain'd by Widows Tears, 

His Channel ſtrong and eaſie, deep and clear. | 

No arbitrary Inundations ſyweep | Nee 

The Plowman's Hopes and Life into the Deep, 

The even Waters the old Limits keep. 

But oh! he ebbs, the ſmiling Waves decay, 

(For ever, lovely Stream, for ever ſtay!) 

To the black Sea his ſilent Courſe does bend, 

Where the beſt Streams, the Iongeſt Rivers, end. 

His ſpotleſs Waves there undiſtinguiſh'd paſs, 

None ſee how. clear, how bounteous, ſweet, he was. 

No difference, now, (though late ſo much) is ſeen; © 

'Twixt him, fierce Rhine, and the impetuous Seyne, 
But lo! the joyful Tide our Hopes reſtores, 

And dancing Waves extend the wid'ning Shores. 

James is oùr Charles in all things but in Name: 


Thus Thamas is daily loſt, yet fill the fame, 
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On the Death of K.Cnanrtes II. and the 
Inauguration of K. James II. 


By Mr. EP RR AIM HOWARD, 


8 WW Ith Joy for James, for Charles with Tears ſup- 
z Two Paſſions do our Piety divide» [ ply' d, 
And whilſt ſuch different Theams employ our Hours, 
We ſmile, like April £uns, and weep like April Show'rs, 
Dread James ! Thou canſt but half our Duty have”; 
The other lies with Ceſar in the Grave; | 

And whilſt our Voice proclaims thee to the Skies; 
Charles has the weeping Tribute of our Eyes. 

Nor fewer Tears, than from a Nation fall, 
Should flow at that Great Monarchs Funeral, 
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Who, when alive, bid the rude Waves obey, 
And claim'd a ſalter Tribute from the Sea. 
He's dead who Peace could to three Kingdoms give, 
That doom'd, like Fate, and bid the Nations live, 
Great Umpire of the Fate of Chriſtendom, 


No leſſer Office did that Star fore- run 
That grac'd his Birth, and brav'd the Mid-day Sun. 
1 He's dead, and yet no Comet from the Sky 
Foretold that ſuch an Om'nous Change was nigh, 
No ſighing Winds, no low'ring weeping Storm: 
Better that Charge our Sighs and Tears perform. 
No noiſie Omen thunder'd from the Sky; 
Thoſe are the Signs when bold Ufurpers die. 
Wrapt like Elijah up to Heay'n in Fire, 
In feay'riſh Flames, the Monarch does expire; 
His Royat Mantle is great James his Share, 
At once his Kingdoms and his Virtues Heir. 
So tho” in Flames the burning Phænix dies, 


Another ſtill does from thoſe Flames ariſe; 
And Kings Immortal are, as thoſe above the Skies, 
Auſpicious Prince! thou chaſeſt all our Fears, 
Wip'ſt our wet Eyes, and dry'ſt the Nation's Tears: 
Thus Plants, that wept for the departed Day, 
Rejoice with the next Sun's reyiving Ray. 
Hail Gracious Soveraign, Thou Great, Thou Good, 
Ally'd to Charles in Virtues, as in Blood; 
Awful, but Kind; fram'd equally with Jove, 
For the great Offices of Rule, and Love, 
Thou lay'ſt our Griefs in Charles his Grave aſleep, 
Thinking on thee, I had forgot to weep :. 
Pride of the World, and Joy of all Mankind, 
By Fate for th' Empire of the World deſign'd. 
On him ye Powers all Charles his Virtues ſhed, 
But double his Years and Bleſſings on his Head: 
Till late returning to his native Sky, Bn 
es, as yet unborn, behold him die, [jcſty, 
Blanch'd o'er with yenerable Years, and hoary Ma- 
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On the Death of K. CANIAS It; a the 
Acceſſion f K. Janes II. tothe Throne. 


By Mr. WII Ii Artorys. LI 


O to be Wiſe, or Good, or Great 
Can ſtop th' impetuous- Courſe of Fate, 
Can one ſhort Moment haſty Death delay: 
To-morrow! I will die, the Fool may ſay; 
Alas! To-day'it ſelf's too late; | 
The Wiſe, the Good, and Great dy'd Yeſterday, | 
Like one of us -he fell, 
And no loud Prodigies did his Hour Hunted 1 
As in the Crowd of frail Mortality 
Heay'n ſeem'd to paſs him unregarded by! 
No, Heav'n before its Miracles had ſent, - 
Heav'n on his Life had all its Wonders ſpent, [die. 
And 'twas the only Wonder left, the mighty Man Could 
Heav'n ſmiling on his Birth did wait; 5 
And a Prophetick Star. pronounc'd him great: | 
Nor was't a feeble ſickly Ray, | 
Fit only to adorn 
The earlier Hours of his Morn ; 
But clear it ſhin'd, and gilded all his Day: 
And tho” a. While, we muſt confeſs, | 
Thick Darkneſs hid him from our longing Sight, 
His Glory yet was ne'er the leſs, 
He, like the clouded Sun, was to himſelf as bright; 
Was one continu'd Beam of unexhauſted Light: 
Which, unextinguiſh d in his peaceful Urn, 
A ſacred Lamp to future times ſhall burn, 
His Fame to | ud Time ſhall ſare abide, 
As elder, ſo ſhall whiter grow ; | 
Thus a fair Scene, whoſe too near Sight 
Does half its dazling Glories hide, 
Will by a well-plac'd Diſtance brighter ſhow. 
Ages ta come his wond'rous Acts ſhall read, | 


Admire him living, and lament him dead; 


| 


| Whilft we, tho' much we mourn him gone, 
eee 
| 1 if th' immortal Dead do know _ 
. "The Bäſineſs of Mankind belom: [down, 
Sure thou, Bright Soul, with kind Concern look'ſt 
And breath'ſt auſpicious Wiſhes to thy Crown: 
Thou, like a friendly Star, doſt ſhine 
To guide the Veſſel, once was thine; A 
Thou, (whilſt great James does bear thy earthly ſay) 
Amidſt the Regions of eternal Day ꝝ © 
Triumphantly doſt in exalted Empire ſtand, 
And reign'ſt, the Good Protecting Genius of our Land, 
„rie dee eee 75 
Bauch was the Loſs, and ſuch the Grief, 
When the fam'd Grecian Heroe dy'd, ' 
And half Mankind lay weeping by his Side; F. 
Thus he; and thus Great Charles expiring cry'd, 
To the moſt Worthy all my Crowns 1 give; 
My Seepters, and my Kingdoms leave; 
Nor was it here a doubtful Caſce, 
Since Fate, and Charles at onee the ſame deſign'd: 
Urndoubted' Right, and juſt Deſert combin'd, 
To ſingle out the beſt of human Race, | 
And with a diſtinguiſhing Stamp the Royal Heroe grace: 
'Twas he, whoſe flaming Courage did diſdain 
/ The ſlow Advance of Vulgar Man; 
Whoſe early Years in Foreign Wars did ſhow, 
What rip 2 for his Country do; 
Tas he Who alf our Battels fought, 
And to our joyful Land rich Conqueſt brought; 
Twas he who did in Fire and Storms | 
Defend the Crown he now adorns ;- 
How bleſt were we; had we the Bleſſing known, 
Whilſt both the Princely Brothers were our own: 
But Heaven, that we our Happineſs- 
Might truly underſtand, did make it leſs. 
And now ſince Heay'n did Charles remove 
T' enereaſe the Number of the Bleſs'd above; 
Thoſe Hononrs, that to both were due, 
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To ſingle James let's humbly par, 
Let every Hand, and every Heatt Great James obey : 
112. who two rich Jewels own'd. | 

Till an unlucky Hour'-took one a Fray, ö 
Having a while the fatal Loſs bemoan'd, 

Wich ſecret Joy the other ſafe does view, 

Cloſe to his Heart the ſhining Gem does wear, 
And keeps it with a br r Value, double Care. 

Hail, ye two celebrated Names, 
Immartal Charles, and as immortal James! 

Ye kindeſt Brothers, and ye beſt of Men, 

Born to redeem the Name of Friend agen! 
Charles ſurely did with Joy alone : 
The Glories of a-Crownrefigny . ſthine: 

For well he knew,great James, his Crown would then be 
And ſurely; none. but James before aK 
With Tears receiv'd a Crown; ſthee more. 

For than thy Crown, great Charles, he neh did love 

Like two brave Bulwarks both did ſtand, 

Strength to themſelves, and Safety to their Land: 
James did his Brother's Rights maintain; 

2 2 _ reftore - 

The uſurp' ire of the Britiſß Main: 

And again, 1 20 

When, like th. unruly Sea, Diſſenſion rag'd, 
And every vulgar Breath engag'd 
To blow the factious Tempeſt high; 

When in the angry Ocean James was toſt, 

And the rich Fraught was almoſt loſt, 

Charles ſaw. the overwhelming Ruininigh, 
And did, like Neptune, bove the Waves appear, 
Chid the rude Minds, arid all was wondrous calm, and 

And now, when Halycon Peace around did ſmile, clear; 
And laſting Happineſs embrac d our Ifle ; 1 

When buſie Life its Task had done below, | 

Heaven call'd; and:Charles with joyful haſte: did go. 
The good Athenian thus, when he on 

His Country, long diſtreſt, at laſt did ſee: 
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In Peace; it is en h, ye Gods, did cry, ' 
=. 61,99 And now I'll than ful die; "I N 
4 Then gladly with his lateſt Breath. 
* Bleſs'd his Kind Fate, and yielded chearfully to Death 
=. | LA ; 0.7 4aV" "a 1 N . | 
No more we'll mourn, complain no more, 


Since bounteous Heaven has Ble ings ſtill in Store; 
Zut Songs of Triumph, and of Foy Th 

Shall every Loyal Pen employ : | | 

And lo! the glorious Scene draws near, [appear; * 

The ſolemn Pomp doth to aur labouring Though via 
See, the Grand Bririſh Senate's -fet ;/ Em 

Our Upper and our Lower Gods are met; On 
See, ſee, where in the Throne of State -- 
New Ceſar, like Imperial Jove, does ſtand, > 
Woith Peace and War in either Hand; Fo 


And to the liſt' ning World does dictate Fate: 
Nor ſhall his Thunder idle lie; 
Nations amaz'd the dreadful Voice ſhall hear, 
And learn once more our awful Kings to fear: 
Wbilſt James, with all the ſweets of Empire bleſt, 
Remov'd from Dangers, ſits ſecure at reſt, 
Aud kills at diſtance, like the Deity s :: 
Our Engliſh: Swords again ſhall famous grow, 
Injurious Enemies fhall their Sharpneſs know ; 
And vanquiſnt Monarchs trembling ſhall confeſs 
Britain the greater World, and theirs the leſs, 
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To King I AME S l. #fon his A. 
Fed ceſſion to the Throne. 
By Mr. GEORGE STE PNE Y of Trin. Coll, Cambr, 


| A Victors loſe the Trouble they ſuſtain 
In greater Trophies which the Triumphs gain; 

And Martyrs, when the joyful Crown. is giv'n, 

Forget the Pain, by which they purchas'd Heay'n 4 
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© when the Phenix of our Empire dy d. 
And with a greater Heir the empty Throne ſupply'd; 
Vour-· Glory diſſipates our mournful Dew, 5 
And turns our Grief for Charles to Joy for Lou. 
Myſterious Fate; whoſe One Decree could prove, 
The high Extream of Cruelty and Love | 

May then no flight of a blaſpheming Muſe 
Thoſe wiſe Reſolves of Providence accuſe, 
Which eas'd our Atlas of his glorious Weights 
Since ſtronger Hercules ſupports the State. 
England no more ſhall penſive Thoughts employ 
On Him, ſhe's loſt; but Him, ſhe has, enjoy. 
80 Ariadne, when her Tover fled, 
And Bacchus honour'd the deſerted Bed, 
Ceas'd with her Tears to raiſe the ſwelling Flood, 
Forgot her Theſeus, and embrac'd the God, 


ion of the Tomss is 
eſtminſter-Abby. 


You muff Jabel it to be Eaſter Holy- Days: At what 
time Cicely and Dol, Kate and Peggy, Moll and 
Nan, are marching to Weſtminſter, with a Leaſh of 
Prentices before em; who go rowing, themſelves along 
with their right Arms to make more haſte, and now 
and then with 4 greaſe Muckender wipe away the 
dripping that bafles their Foreheads. At the Door © 
they meet a crowd of Wapping Seamen, Southwark 
Broom-men, the Inhabitants: of thi Bank- ſide, wirh 
4 Butcher or two prick'd in among them. There 4 
while they fland gaping for the Maſter of the Show, 
faring upon the Suburbs of their deareſt Delight, juſt 
as they fland gaping upon the painted Cloath before 
they go into the Puppet Play.” By and by they. hear 
the Bunch of Keys, which rejoyces their Hearts like 
the ſound of the Pancake-Bell. For not the Man of 
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that time they are half got into the: r Cbappel, 
Or time is very precious): be lifts up bis. Voice: among Wl N 
the Tombs, an _e e Kr and 

form following, . 
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A right good Earl of errant 1 

And this is his Monument :which 1 4. | 
Tu ſuear __ EA 92 ! 2, "to 
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He was High Watte of Tin Lea; No! 2 dt oil 
When Henry the third d Lern, Na ab 

But this you tale up Word, | 
That he'll ne; er be ſo 5 og T7 | 


Here che Lord Edward Talbot —.— 
The Town of 1 
Together with his Counteſs fair, 


That £44 96 deliaate Girl. il. 


The next to him Ger Nl one, a "gd 
Sir Richard Peckſhall hight, - 
of whom we only this: do'fay, 


He was a — Knight, 


Buy now to teli ye" more of him, - 
There lyes beneath this Stone 

Two: Wives of his and e boar, 
Wars all of us unkuows. Me 


Sie Berna Brbchbarſt XL doth "an 
Lord Chamberlain+to:Queen \;Annes  *: 
Queen Anne was Richard In Queen, 
And was King of ade 


Sir Francis Hollis, the Lady Fant, GNI | 

The fame was: Se&folk's\ Dutcheſs; A 

Vos Children of Edward the Third, 
3 "Ys in Dearh's eld Clutches. Hh 
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This is the third K ing Edward's Brother, ple dss 


Of whom our Records tell u ua 0 


" W Nothing of Note, nor ſay the whether | — 
Hein Hertner Kal: v wt 


This ſame was John Ellen, 
He was no Coſtermonger, - 

But Cornwal's Earl; and here's one dy'd 
'Cauſe he could live #0. longer. 


The Lady Mobun,” Dutcheſs of York, 
And Duke of lork's Wife alſo, - * / 

But Death reſolv'd to Horn the Duke, | 
She lyes now with Death below. TA 


The Lady Anne Roſs, but wot 75 well 
That ſhe in Childbed dy'd, 

The Lady Marqueſs of Wincheſter 
Lies Buried by tier ſide. 


Now think your f ell Jpent, good Tolle ; 
And that you are not .begniÞd, EY 
= Within this Cup doth lye the Heart 

Of a French Embaſſador's Child. 


But how the Devil it tame to paſs, 
On purpoſe, or. by chance, 

The Bowels they lye underneath, * 
The Body is in France. | 


There's Oxford Countefs, ad there alfo - 
The Lady Burleigh her Mother, 
And there her Daughter, a Counteſs too, 

Dye cloſe by one another. 55 


W Theſe once were Bo Dames, * tho Þ 
There wert ne Coaches then, T 
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Tet could they jog their Tails themſelves, * - 
Or had them J d by Men. 1 


But woe is me! thoſe high-born Sinner, 
That wont to pray fo floutly, 
Are now laid low, and. cauſe. they can r, 
Their Statues pray devoutly.. 


This is the Dutcheſs of Somerſet, 
By Name the Lady Anne, | 

Her Lord Edward the ſixth Protected, F 
Oh! he was a gallant Man. 


In this fair Monument which you ſee - 
Adorn'd with ſo many Pillars, 

Doth lye the Counteſs of Buckingham, 

And her Husband Sir George Villars. 


This old Sir George was Grandfather, | 
And the Counteſs ſhe was Granny, 
To the great Duke of Buckingham, 

Who often topt King Jammy:. 


Sir Robert Fatam, a Scotch Knight, 

_ This Man was Secretary,, 

And ſcribl'd Compl'ments for two Queens, 
Queen Anne, and eke Queen Mary. 


This was the Counteſs of Lenox, 
Yclep'd the Lady Marget, 

King 2 and yet 
*Gainſt Death ſhe had no Target. 


This was Queen Mary, Queen of Scots, 
Whom Buchanan doth beſpatter, 


* Dick. Ho, ho, he, IT Warrant ye they did a3 other Women did | 
ha Ralph? R. Oy, oy. f Tom. 7 have heard a Ballad of hit 
| Jang at Ratcliff Croſs, Mol. I believe we have it at hint 
ever eur Kitchen Mantle- Tree. ' 
_—_— She 


the loſt her Head at Totingham, * 
Whatever was the matter. * 2 


The Mother of our Seventh Henry, 
This is that lyeth hard by, 

She was the Counteſs, wot ye well, 

Of Richmond and of Derby. 


Henry the · Seventh lyeth here, 
With his fair Queen beſide him, 

He was the Founder of this Chappel, 
Oh may no ill betide him. 


Therefore his Monument's in Braſs, 
Yowll ſay that very much is; 

The Duke of Richmond and Lenox F 
There lyeth with his Ducheſs. 


And here they Rand upright in a Preſs a 
With Bodies made of Wax, 5447 
With a Globe and a Wand in either hand, 
And their Robes upon their Backs. 


Here lyes the Duke of Buckingham, 
And the Dutcheſs his Wife; | 

Him Felton Stabb'd at Portſmouth Town, 
And ſo he loſt his Lite, _ | - + | 


wo Children of King James theſe are, 
Whom Death keeps very chary. © 

Sophia in the Cradle lyes, + 

And this the Lady Mary. 


nd this is Queen Elizabeth, © 
How the Spaniards did infeſt her? 


ent hear what the Man oh. 
Vol. III. | | 


Dol. How came ſhe here then? Will, Why ye filly Oafe, could 
not ſhe be brought here, after ſhe was dead? f.Rog. 1 ware 
rant ye, theſe were no ſmall Fools in thoſe Days, 1 Bels. Good 
Woman, pray -ftill your. Child, it keeps ſuch @ Bawling we 
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Here ſhe lyes Buried, with Queen Aan. 
And a agrees with her Siſter, | 


To another Chad now come Why - 
The People follow and chat, ( 


This is bo Lady Cottington, 
And the People 5. who's at:? 


This is the Lady Frantss Sidney, 
The Counteſs of Suffolk was ſhe, 
And this the Lord Dudley Carleton is, 
And then they look up and ſee; 


Sir Thomas Brumley lyeth here, 
Death would him not reprieve, 

With his four Sons and x four, 
That once were all alive | 


The next is Sir John Fullerton, * 
And this is his Lady I trow; 

And this is Sir John Puckering 5 
Whom none of you did know. 


That's the Earl of Bridgewater in the e, 
Who makes no uſe of his Bladder, 

Although his Lady lye ſo near him: 
And ſo we go up a Ladder 


Edward the fixſt, that Gallant Blade, 
Lyes underneath this Stone, 
And this is the Chair which he did bring 
A good while ago from Scones * © 


* In this ſame Chair till now of late, 
Our ge: _ Queens were Croun d. 


Lit 


# Kare. He lk nies Paine, than I would ha" done for 4 bun 
#red ſuch Rafe. Gad I warrant there has been many # 
* Maidinkoad get “ that Chair, Tom. Gad'and P11 come bi 
and try nf theſt Dayi, ant. be bus to get 4 Prince. 1 
N _ * vac 
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Under this Chair another Stone 
Doth lye upon the Ground; 


on that ſame Stone did Jacob ſleep 
Inſtead of a down Pillow, 

And after that tas hither brought 
By ſome good honeſt Fellow. 


Richard the Second lyeth here, 

And his firſt e Queen Anne; 
Edward the Third lyes here hard by. 
Oh there was a gallant Man. 


For this was his two-handed. Sword, 
A Blade both true and truſty, 

The French Men's Blood was ne'er wip'd off, 
Which makes it look ſo ruſty, 


Here lyes he again with his. ueen Phil 1 
A Datch — by — 3 ; 1 

But that's all one, for now.alas: 420 
His Blade's not ſo long as his Sword. 


King Edward the Confeſſous lyes 
Within this Monument fine. 

I'm ſure, quoth one, à worſer Tomb 
Muſt ſerye both me and mine. 


Harry the Fifth yes there; and there 
Doth lye Queen Ellenor, 2 
To our Firſt Edward ſhe was Wife, 


Which was more than ye knew before. 


Henry the third lyes there Entomb'd,. - 
He was Herb John in Portage, 

Little he did, but ſtill Reign'd n, 
Although his Sons wers. at Age. 
® Dol, A Tapi 1 weren him, 

| 7 2 
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Fifty ſix Years he Reigned r 
- he the Crown would lay- Y, nc 


Only we praiſe him cauſe he Was 
- Laſt Builder of the Abby. 


Here Thomas Cecil lyes; who's that? 
Why 'tis the Earl of Exeter, 

And this his Counteſs is; to die 
How it perplexed he. 


Here Henry Cary, Lord Hunſdon, reſts, 
What a Noiſe he males with his Name? 

Lord Chamberlain was he unto 
Queen Elizabeth of great Fame. F 


And here's one William Colchefler 
Lies of a N 91 N00 
An Abbot was he of Weſtminſeer, 


And he that ſaith" No doth lis. 


This is the Biſhop of Durham 
By Death here laid in Fetters, 
Henry the Seventh loy'd him well, 
And ſo he wrote his Letters. 


Sir Thomas Bacchus, what of him? © 
Poor Gentleman not a Word. 
Only they Buried him here; but now 
"Behold that Man with a Sword, 


Humphry de Bohun, who though was 1: 
Not Born with me i” the ſame Town, 
Yet I can tell he was Earl of Eſſex, 
Of Hertford, and Northampton. 
He was High Conſtable of England, bid e 
As Hiſtory well expreſſes | 
Dol. Ay, ay, I warrant her z rich Folks are as unwilling to df 
. poor Folks, f Cicely. That's ſhe for whom our Belli ring i 
eſten, is it net Mary? Mol. As, ay, the very ſame. 30 : 
| | «| 


— . — — — 
: » 
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zut now pretty Maids be of good Chear, 
We're going up to the Preſſes. 


And now the Preſſes open ſtand 
And ye ſee them all arow, 

But never no more is ſaid of theſe 
Than what is ſaid below. 


Now down the Stairs come we again, 
The Man goes firſt with a Staff, 

Some two or three tumble down the Stairs, 
And then the People laugh. 


This is the great Sir Francis Vere, 
That ſo the Spaniards curry'd, . 
Four Collonels ſupport his Tomb, 
And here his Body's Buried. : 


That Statue againſt the Wall with one Eye 
Is Major-General Norris, 

He beat the Spaniards cruelly, 

As is afftirm'd in Stories. 


His ſix Sons there hard by him ſtand, 
Each one was a Commander, 
To ſhew he could a Lady ſerve, 
As well as the Hollander.. 


TW And there doth Sir John Hollis reſt, 
Who was the Major-General _ 
To Sir John Norris, that brave Blade, 
And ſo they go to Dinner all. 


For now the Shew is at an end, 

l things are done and ſaid, 
he Citizen pays for his Wife, 

The Prentice for the Maid. 


> 


1 


dick. 1 warrant ye be bad two, if he cold have but kept 
gen. f 
* A 
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A NORTHERN BALLAD. 


6 br dwelt a Man in fair Weſtmorland 
| Johnne Armſtrong Men did him call, ] 
He had neither Lands nor Rents coming in, WC 
Yet he kept Eightſcore Men in his Hall, ( 


He had Horſe and Harneſs for them all, 
Goodly Steeds were all Milk white, 

O! the Golden Bands an about their Necks, 
And their Weapons they were all alike. 


News then was brought unto the King, 
That there was ſike a Man as he, 
That lived like a bold Out-law, 

And Robbed all the North Countree, 


The King he writ an a Letter then, 

A Letter which was large and long; 

He ſigned it with his own Hand, 

And he promiſed to do him no Wrong. 


When this Letter came Johnne until, 

His Heart was as blith as Birds on the Tree, 
Never was I ſent for before any King, 

My Father, my Grandfather, nor none but me, 


And therefore if we go the King before, 

I would we went moſt orderly, 

Every Man of you ſhall have his Scarlet Cloak 
Laced with Silver Laces three. $8 


Every one of you ſhall haye his Velyet Coat, 
Laced with Silver Lace ſo white, | 
O! the Golden Bands an about your Necks, 
Black Hats and white Feathers, all alike. 


By the Morrow Morning at ten of the Clock, 
Toward Edinborough gone was he, 
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Ind with him all his Eightſcore Men; | 
Good Lord, an it was a goodly Sight to ſee; 


When Johnne came before the King, 
He fell down on his Knee, 

O Pardon my Soveraign Liege, he ſaid, 
O Pardon my Eightſcore Men and Mee. 


Thou ſhalt have no Pardon thou Traytor ſtrong, 
Ne for thy Eightſcore Men nor thee, 

For to Morrow Morning by ten of the Clock, 

Both thou and them ſhall hang on the Gallow Tree. 


Then Johnne look'd over his left Shouldere, 
Good Lord, what a grievous Look looked he: 
Said he, Asking Grace of a graceleſs Face, 
Why there is nene for yee nor mee. 


But Johnne had a bright Sword by his fide, 
And it was made of Mettle ſo free, 

That had not the King ſept his Foot aſide 

He had ſmitten his Head from his fair Boddee. 


Saying, fight on my, Merry Men all, 


And ſee that none of you be ta'en, 
For rather than Men ſhall ſay we were Hang'd, 
Let them report that we were Slain. 


Then God wot fair Edinberough roſe, 

| And ſo beſet poor Johnne round, 
That fourſcore and ten of Johnne's beft Men 
Lay gaſping all upon the Ground, 


Then like a Madman Johnne laid about, 
And like a Madman then fought he : 
Until a falſe Scot came Johnne behind, 
And run him thorough the fair Boddee. 


S Saying, fight on, my Merry Men all, 
And 2 x a none of you be ta'en, 
24 For 
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For I will ſtand by, and bleed but a while, 
And then will 1 come and fight again, 


News then was brought to young Johnne Armſtrong, 
As he ſtood by his Nurſe's Knee, | 
Who vow'd if he liy'd for to be a Man 

On the Treacherous Scot revenged to bee. 


m"—_ 
— 


— 


HUNTING the HARE. 


COnge of Sonnets and ruſtical Roundelays, 
Forms of Fancies are whilſtl'd on Reeds, 
Songs to ſolace young Nymphs upon Holydays, 
Are too unworthy for wonderful Deeds. 
Phœbus Ingenious, 
With witty Silenus, 
His haughty Genius taught to declare; 
In Words better coin'd, 
And Verſe better join'd, 
How Stars diyined the Hunting the Hare. 
II. 
Stars enamour'd with Paſtimes Olympical, 
Stars and Planets yet beautiful flione; | 
Would no longer endure that mortal Men only _ 
Shonld ſwim in Pleaſures, while they but look on 
Round about horned | 
Lucina they Swarmed, _ | 
And her informed, how minded they were, 
Each God and Goddeſs, . | 
To take human Bodies, 
As Lords and Ladies, to follow the Hare. 
| III, 
Chaſte Diana applauded the Motion, 
And pale Proſeryne fate in her Place, 
Which guides the Welkiz and governs the Ocean, 
Till ſhe conduct her Nephews in chaſe ; 
Till by her Example, 
Their Father to trample, 
The 
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The Earth old and ample, leave them. MT. 
Neptune the Mater, 
And Wine Liber Pater, 

And Mars the een 2 follow the Hares: 


33 


| Young God Cupid mob, on P aſus, 
Beloyed of Nymphs, with Kiſſes and Praiſe, 
Strong: Alcides upon cloudy Caucaſus, 
Mounted a Centaur, which proudly him bare; 
Poſtilion of the Sky, 
Swift-footed Mercity, 
Makes his Courſe fly, fleet as the Air, 
Yellow Apollo 
The Kennel doth follow, 
With whip and hollow, after the Hare. 
V. 


Young Amintas thought the Gods came to EY 
After their Battel, themſelves on the Ground, 
Thirſis did think the Gods came here to dwell beneath, 


And that: hereafter the World would go round. 
Corydon aged, 


With Phillis engaged, 
Was much inraged with Jealous: 3 ‚ 
But Fury was faded, ' 
And he was perſuaded, 
When he found they applanded, the hunting the Hare, | 
VI.. 


| 2 Melampus, and fortunate Lalaps, 
. Trowler, and Tyger, and Harper, the Skies 
Rend with Roaring, while Hunter- like Hercules 
Winds his plentiful Horn to their Cries. 
Till with Varieties, 
To Solace their Deities, 
Their weary Pieties refreſhed were; 
We Shepherds were ſeated, 
Whilſt we repeated, 
How we conceited x Hunting the Hare. 
VII. | 
Stars but Shadows were, Joys were but Sorrows, 
They without Motion, theſe wanting Delight; 


P: 5 Joys 


he 


— rr G—————— 


Joys are Jovial, Delightr are the Marrows 
Of Life and Motion, the Axel'of © dight, 
Pleaſure depends 
on no other Friends, 
But ſtill 1 eely lends to each Virtue a ſhare 2 
Alone is Pleaſure, 
The meaſure of Treaſure; ; 
Of Pleaſure, the pony is Hunting the Hare, 
III. 

Drowned Narciſſus from his Metamorphoſis, 
Rouz'd by Eccho new Manhood did take: 
And Snoring Somnus up-ſtarted from Cimmeris, 

The which this thouſand Teas was not awake, 
To fee club-faoted 
Old Mulciber Booted, 
And Pan promoted on Corydon' 8 Mare; 
Proud Pallas pouted, 
And #olus ſhouted, 
And Momus flouted, yet follow'd the Hare. 


Hymen uſhers the Lady Aftrea, 
' The Jeſt takes hold of Minerva the Old, 
Ceres the Brown, with bright Cytherea, 
With Thetis the Wanton, Bellona the Bold, 
Shamefac'd Aurora, 
With witty Pandora, | 
And Maia with Flora did company bear : 
But Juno was Stated | 
Too high to be Mated, | 
Although fhe hated not being the Hare. 


Three broad Bowls to th' olymp pical Rector, 
The Trey-born Eagle preſents on his Knee. 
Yove to Phœbus carouſes in Nectar, 
And Phæbus to Hermes, and Hermes to me; 
Wherewith Infuſed, 
I Piped and Muſed, 
In f unuſed, their Sports to declare, 
Uthe Houſe of Jove 
| Like the Spheres round do move, 
Health to all thoſe that love the Hunting the Hare. 
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Little Mus oA vR and the Lady 
BERNARD. 


As it fell one Holy-day, hey down, 

As many be in the. Year, | 
When young Men and Maids together did go, 
Their Maſſes and Matias. to hear, | 


Little Muſgrave came to the Church door, 
The Prieſt he was at Maſs, 

But he had more mind of the fair Women, 
Than he had of our Lady's Grace... 


The one of them was clad in green, 
The other was clad in pale, 

And then came in my Lord Bernard's Wife, 
The faireſt among them all. 


She caft an Eye on little Muſgrave,. 
As bright as the Summer Sun, | 
And then bethought this little Muſgrave, 
This Lady's Heart I have won. 


Quoth ſhe, I have loy'd thee, little Muſgrave, 
Full long and many a Day; 

So have I loved you, fair Lady, 
Yet Word I never durſt ſay. 


I have a Bower at Buckles-ford-Bury,. 
Full daintily bedight, > 
If thou wilt wend' thither, thou little Muſgrave, 
Thou'ſt lig in mine Arms all Night. 2 


Quoth he, I thank ye Lady fair, 
This kindneſs you ſhew to me; 1 

But whether it be to my weal or woe, 15 | 14 
This Night will J lig with thee. ; 
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All this was heard by a little tiney Page, 

By his'Lady's Coach as he ran, 7 
Quo he, though T am my Lady's Pagen 
Yet I am my Lord Bernard's Man. 


My Lord Bernard ſhall know of this, 
Although 1 loſe a Limb;  - 4.9 

And ever whereas the Bridges were broke, 
He laid him down to ſwim. 


Afleep or awake thou Lord Bernard, 

As thou art a Man of Life, | 1.42 
For little Muſgrave is at Buckles. ford- Bury, 

A-bed with thine own wedded Wife. 


If this be true, thou little tiney Page, 
This thing thou tell'ſt to me, 
Then all the Land in Buckles-ford-Bury. 

I freely give to thee. 


But if 't be a Lie, thou little tiney Page, 

This thing thou tell'ſt to me. "by 
On the higheft Tree in Buckles ſord-Bury 

Then hanged ſhalt thou be. 


He called up his Merry Men all, 
Come ſaddle me my Steed, | 
This Night. muſt. IL to Buckles ford- Bury, 
For 1 never had greater need. 


And ſome of them whiſtl'd, and ſome of them fung, 
And ſome theſe Words. did ſay, | | 

And ever when as the Lord” Bernard's Horn blew, 
Away, thou little -Muſgrave away. 


Metbinks I hear the Threſſel Cock, 
Methinks I hear the Jay, 3 
Methinks I hear my Lord Bernard's Horn, 
And I wou'd IL were away. 


% 


Lie 
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Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, thou little Muſgrave, . 
And huggle me from the cola,, ? 8 

Tis nothing, but æ Shepherd's Box 4 | 

A driving his Sheep to Fold. | 


Is not thy Hawk upon the Pearch ? 

Thuy Steed eats Oats and Hay? 

And thy fair Lady in thine Arms?' 
And wond'ſt thou be away ?. 


With that my Lord Bernard came to the Door: 
And lighted upon a Stone; 

He plucked out three filyer Keys, 
And open'd the Doors each one. 


He lifted up the Coverlet, 
He Wed up the Sheet; 

How now, now, now; thou little Mu/grave;. 
Doeſt find my Lady ſo ſweet? 


I find her ſweet, quoth little Muſgrave, 
The more *tis to my pain, 1 

1 would gladly give thee threè hundred Pound; 
That I were on yonder Plain. 


Ariſe, ariſe, thou little Maſgrave, 
And put thy Cloathes on, 

It ſhall ne'er be ſaid in my Countree;, 
That L killed a naked Mon. = 


1 have two Swords in one Scabberd.. 
Full dear they coſt my Purſe, 
And thou ſhalt have the beſt of them; 


And I will have the worſe.” 


The firſt ſtroke that little Muſgrave ſtruck, 
He hurt Lord Rernard fore; ' 

The next ſtroke. that Lord Bernard ſtruck,. 
Little Muſgrave ne'er ſtruck more. 
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With that beſpake the Lady fair, 
In Bed r ea. CY nc. 
Although th'art dead, thou little Mu/zrave; 
Yer 1 for thee will pray. Ms 5 7 


And wiſh well to thy Soul will 1, 
So long as I have Life; 

So will not I do for thee Bernard, 
Though I am thy wedded Wife. 


He cut her Paps from off her Breaſts, 
reat Pity it was to ſee, ; 
Some drops of this fair Lady's Heart Blood 
Ran trickling down her Knee. | 


Wo worth you, wo worth, my Merry Men all, 
You ne'er were born for my 4's 

Why did you not offer to ſtay my Hand, 
When you ſee me wax ſo wood? 


For I have Slain the braveſt Sir Knight, 
That ever rode on a, Steed; | 

So have I done the faireſt Lady, 
That eyer did Woman's Deed. 


A Grave, a Grave, Lord Bernard cry'd, 
To put theſe Lovers inn, 

But lay my Lady o'th' upper hand, 
For ſhe came o the better Kin. 
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DAUGHTER 5s: 


T Here wers wwo Siſters, they went a pl ofing 
With a hey down, down, a down, dow 

To ſee their Father s Ships come failing. 
With a hey down, down, a down, down a. 


And when they came unto the Sea btim, 
with, &c. 

The Elder did puſh the Younger fil, 
With, &c. 


Oh Siſter, oh Siſter, take me by the Gown, 
With, &c. 


And draw me up upon the dry Ground. 
With, &c. 


Oh Siſter, oh Siſter, that may not be, 
With, &c. 


Till Oat-meal and Sak grow both on 4 Tree, 
with, &c. 


sometimes ſhe ſank, fometimes ſhe ſwam, 
With, &c. | 


Until ſhe came unto the Mil Dam, 
With, &c. 


The Miller ran haſtily down the Clift, 
With, &c. 


And up he took her without any Life. 
With, &c. 


What did he do with her Nen Bone ? 2 
With, &c. 


He made him a Viol to play thereupon, 


zi 
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What 
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What did he do with her Fingers ſo _— 

| With, &c, 
He made him pegs ro to * viol vithal, | 
With, &c. | 4 ar 1 
What did he do with her Noſe e? ] 

with, &c. * 
Unto his Viol he made him a Rridge.. 
4 With, &c, 


What did he do with her Veins ſo blue? 
With, &c; 

He made him Strings to his Viol thereto, . 1 
With, &c. 


What did he do with her Eyes ſo bright ? | 
Mitb, &c. | ( 
Upon his Viol he play'd at. firſt ſight. 1 
With, &c. 


What did 1 do with her Tongue ſo a 2: | 

With, &c. 8 I J 
Unto the Viol it ſpoke eno 

Mit, &c, ah 8 5 


What did he do. with her two Shins, 8 
With, &c. 

Unto the Viol they danc'd Moll Symns.. 0 
With, &c. 


Then he beſpake the Treble String, 

| with, &c, 4 5 

O yonder is my Father the King $4 4 1 
With, &c. 


Then he beſpake the ſecond W | 
With, &c. 

O yonder lits my Mother the Queen: 20 
Hith, &c. * p 


And 1 
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And then beſpake the Strings all three, 
With, &c. FEY 

O yonder's my Siſter that drowned Me. 
With, &c; © | | 


Now pay the Miller for his pain, 
With, &c. 


And let him go i the Devil's Name. 
With, &c. | 


th. 
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Complaint. 


0 Mother chave been a Batchelour, 
This twelve and twanty yeare, 

And Ize haye often been a wooing 
And yet ch'am never the nere. 


Jone Grumbal ſhee'] ha none a me, 
Ize look ſo like a Lont, | 

But i“ vaith cham as proper a Man as ſhe, 
Thee need not be ſo ſtout, - 


She zays, if Ize cou'd Daunce and Sing, 
As Thomas Miller con, 

Or cut a cawper, as little Jack Talour, 
Oh how zhe love me thon. 


ut zoft and vair, chee'l none of that; 


I vaith, cham not zo nimble, | 
But his Needles and his Thimble. 


D Zon, th' art of a lawful Age, 
And a jolly tidy Boy, | 

ze have thee try her once again, 
Thee can but zay thee nay.. 


he Taylour has nought, to trouble his thought,, 


Then 


Then O orcy Moother, 
Chee'l ſet a good vace o the matter 
Chel dreſs 1. my Zell as vine as a Dog, 
And Ize have a vreſh bout at her. 


Virſt thon chil but on my Zonday Parrel 
That's lac't about the Guarters, 

With a pair of Buckrum Zlops, 
And a vlaunting baire of Garters, 


With my Sword dy'd vaſt to my zide, 

And my Granvather's dudgin Dagger, 

And a Beacock's Veather in my Gop. 
Thon O how Ize zhall zwagger. 


Nay take thee a Lockrum Napkin, Zon, 
To wipe thy znotty Noze. 


"Tis no matter vor that, ch'il znort it out, 


And vlurt it athwart my Cloathes. 


Uds bodikins, nay voy away, 
I pr'ythee Zon do not 20, 

Be mannerly, Zon, till thou conſt tell 
Wither Zhee'l ha thee or no. 


But Zirrah Mother, hark a while, 
Who's that that comes fo neer?. 
Vaith 'tis Jone Grumbal, hold thy Peace, 
Vor year that ſhe do hear. 


Nay on't be zhee, chi'l dreſs my Words 


In zuch a Sgolard's grace, 
But virſt of all ch'ill waſh my hands, 
And lay them athwart her Vace. 


Good morrow my Honey, my Sugar-Candy, 


My little bretty Mouſe, 


Che hops thy Vather and Moother be well, 


At home, at thine own Houſe. 
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Kkb'am azham'd to ſhew my mind, 

Ch'am ure thou knowſt my Errant, 

Zzome Zain, Jugg, that 1 mun ha thee. 
At leiſure, Sir, I warrant. 


You muſt, Sir Clown, is for a King, 

And not for zuch a'Mome, 
You might have aid, by're leave fair Maig, 
And left your Muſt alone, 


Ich am no more a Clown, that's vlat, 
Ch'am in my Zunday Parrel; 

Ich came for love, and I pray ſo tak't, 

Che hope ye will not guarrel. 


O Robin doſt thou love me fo well? 

I yaith, Abomination : 
Why then you ſhou'd have fram'd your words 
Into a finer faſhion, 4 


Vine Vaſhions and vine Zpeeches too, 
As Sgollard Vokes con utter, 
b'ad rather zpeak but two words plain, 
Thon haulf a zgore and ztutter. 


have Lond, chave Houſes, twa vat Beaſts, 
That's better thon vine Zpeeches. 

is a ſign that Fortune fayours Fooles, 

She lets them have ſuch Riches, 


ark how ſhe comes upon me now, 
-__ wiſh - 2 a good zine. | | 
e that will ſteal any Wit from thee, 
Had need to riſe betime. . 


ch x g 
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The PASSTING-BELL. Wd 
OME, honeſt Sexton, take thy Spade, . 


And let my Grave be quickly made: 
Thou ſtill art ready for the Dead, 1 
Like a kind Hoſt, to make my Bed. 
I now am come to be thy Gueſt, 
Let me in ſome dark Lodging reſt, 
For I am weary, full of pain, 7 
And of my Pilgrimage complain. 5 
On Heay'n's Decree I waiting lye, 
And all my Wiſhes are to die, 
Hark I hear my Paſſing-Bell, 


Farewel, my loving Friends, Farewel. 
Make my cold Bed (good Sexton) deep, 
That my poor Bones may ſafely fleep; 
Until that ſad and joyful Day, For 
When from above a Voice ſhall ſay, 

Wake all ye Dead, lift up your Eyes, 
The great Creator bids you Riſe. 

Then do 1 hope among the Juſt, _ 
To ſhake off this polluted Duſt; 
And with new Robes of Glory dreſt, 
To have acceſs among the Bleft, 
Hark 1 hear my Paſſing-Bell, 
Farewel, my loving Friends, Farewel. 


— —__— 


—_— 


A Scorch Song, call d GILDEROY. 


vw AS ever Grief ſo great as mine, 
Then ſpeak dear Bearn, 1 prethee, 
That thus muſt leave my Gilderoy, | 

O my Beniſon gang with thee.. 


1 


J. 


Good 
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Good ſpeed be with you then Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
For gone is all my Joy: a: 
And gone is he whom I love beſt, 

My , handſome Gilderoy. 1 
In muckle Joy we ſpent our Time 

Till we were both Fifteen, 

Then m— he ligg'd me down, 

And amongſt the Brakes fo green. 
When he had done what Man could do, 

He roſe up and gang'd his Way: 

I gate my Goon, and I followed him, 

My handſome Gilderoy. 

III. 
Now Gilderoy was a bonny Boy, 

Would needs te th' King be gone, 
With his filken Garters on his Legs, 

And the Roſes on his Shoon: : 
But better he had ſtaid at home 
With me his only Joy, | 
For on a Gallow-tree they hung 

My handſome Gilderoy. © 


IV. | 
When they had ta'en this Lad fo ſtrong, 
Gude Lord how fore they bound him, 
They carried him to Edenb'rough Town, © 
And there God wot they hung him: 
They knit him faſt above the reſt, 
And I loſt my only. Joy, 
For evermore my Beniſon 
Gang with my Gilderoy. 


5 


Vo worth that Man that made thoſe Law, * 
To hang a Man for geere,, . N 
For neither ſtealing Ox nor Aſs, - . 

Or bony Horſe or Meere e 
= — 0 Laws a bin ſo ſtric tc, 
might have got my yr! 
Ind * had hue cull Ye my Cheek 4 
For my dear Gilderoy.- F * 


1 


1 


—_ The Trap Panto 


A ee againſt „ the. O EAA. 
call'd, The Cruelty > ry Spaniards in 


Pexv, Writ by Sir D*Avenant, 
OW Heaven reſerve. our Realm, 
And him that. Fits at th' Helm. 
I will tell you of a_new Story 
Of Sir William and his Apes, 
With full many merry Japes, 
Much after the Rate of John Dorie, 


This ſight is to be ſeen, 
Near the Street that's called Queen, 
And the People have call'd it the Opera. 
But the Devil take my Wife, 
If all Days in my Life! 
I did ever ſee ſuch a Foppery. 


Where firſt one begins 
With a trip and a cringe, 
And a face ſet in ſtarch to accoſt em, 
I, and with a 7 5 to bot 
That had neigh er Head nor Foot.. 
Might have ſery'd tor a Charterhouſe nine. 


v7 Oh, he look'd fo like a Mag es * 
Would have made a 3 

When he told 'em hes way wa 5 here OY 
Juſt like him that ſhews the Tombs, 
For when the Sum Total comes, 


'Tis two hours of 1 bes What. 


Neither muſt 1 here forg 
YG 7 * nag 7 7 | 
etwo Ayers an an 4 
All the reſt was fue h a Gig, . 
Like the ſqueaking of a . 
Or 9 they're making their Love, 
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The next thing was the Scene, 
And that as it was lain, 85 
But no Man knows where in Peru, 

With a Story for the Nonce 
Of Raw Head and Bloody Bones, 
zut the Devil a word that was true. 


There might you haye ſeen an Ape 
With his Fellow for to gape, 
Now dancing and turning o'er and oer. 
What cannot Poets do? | 
They can find out in Pers 
Things no Man ever ſaw before. 


Then preſently the Spaniard 

Struts with his Winyard, 
Now Heaven of thy Mercy how grim, 

Who'd have thought that Chriſtian Men 
Would have eat up Children, 
ad he not ſeen em do ĩt Limb by Limb}. 


Oh greater Cruelty yet, 
Like a Pig upon a Spit, > * 
ere lyes one, there another boihd to a Jelly; 
Juſt ſo the People ſtare 1 

At an Ox in the Fair, 


Roaſted whole with a Pudding in's Belly. 


I durſt have laid my Head 
That the King there, had been dead. 
hen I ſaw how they baſted and. carved him; 
Had he not come up again 
Upon the Stage, there te 72 lan 
low ſcurvily the Rogues had ſefed him, 


\ 
A little further . pf 

ng a third by the Chin, 43 
Wy, or cut out all in Quarters; 
Oh that Fox had now been ling, 
They had been ſure of Heaven, ' 
r at the leaſt been ſome of his Martyrs. 
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But which was ſtrange again, 

The Indians that they had lain, 
Came dancing all in a Troop; _ 

But oh give me the laſt, 

For as often as he paſt, - g 
He ſtill tumbled like a Dog i in a Hoop: 


Has now my Signior Strugge 
In good Faith you may go Jogge, _ 
For Sir Will. will ave ont fig 6" to brag on; 
Oh the Engliſh Boys are come 3 
With their Fife and their Drum, | 
And till the Knight muſt — the / Dragon, 


And ſo now my Story is done, 
And I'll end as I begun, 

With a Word, and I care not who know it, 
Heaven keep us great and ſmall, | 
And bleſs us wh, and all, 

From every ſuch a pitiful Poet. 


* 1 1 


] E rA. rc 0 W. 
By N. rar. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Jeptha having raſhly Vow 4 (if be. ſucceeded in his Et 

— Yon ring Vl. ERS, ucts up m San 
fice the Firſt that ſhould meet him from his ow 
Houſe; he returns Vittorious : The firſt that comes fort 
to welcome his Triumph, is his only „ hi 
he Sacrifices according to his Vow, . 


Efore the Altar the deyoted Maid 1 2 b 

(With Garlands crown'd and in Aube Robes ay 
Appears all Mild, to yield her deſtin d Life, 
And waiting the flow Sacrificer's Knife, 


” 
= 


— —_—_ 
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virgin Bluſh her Aſpe& purpled o'er, 
ro rough and ne'er beheld — Crowds before; 
(Such Tincture crimſon'd Alablaſter ſhows, 

Or Lillies ſhaded by a neighb'ring Roſe.) 

Yet gen'rous Reſolution-do's diſplay, 

That with her Modeſty bears equal ſway. 

She, only ſhe, appears without Surprize, 

And views the weeping Crowd with chearful Eyes. 

Some call to mind the publick Service done, 

And Battel lately by her Father won; | 
His Blood's Expence in Field to ſave the State, 
And with it the unhappy. Victor's Fate, 

Of Age's laſt Reſerve and Hopes bereft, _ 
His ancient Houſe and. Lineage Heirleſs left. 

The younger fort, bewail her blooming Charms, 
And grudge ſo fair a Prize to Death's cold Arms. 
The Nymph for whom the nobleſt Youth had pin'd, 
A Booty to the thankleſs Grave aſſign'd. | 
or now (as Chance wou'd play the Tyrant's Part, 
And fret their Wounds with freſh Supplies of ſmart) 
hoſe Beauties Nature had before conferr'd, 
Sublim'd and to Advantage all appear'd; 
heir Grief was now to Conſternation turn'd, 
hey now Mourn ſilent, as before they burn'd. 

Of this the Virgin do's Advantage take, 
ind her afflicted Father thus beſpake : 
ſo Ammon's Court, great Sir, theſe Plaints remit ; 
Theſe Plaints are only for the Vanquiſht fit; 
7 {af to Death's cold Arms 1 freely give, 
Vile you to ſhield our State and Altars live, 

ou rate my uſeleſs Life at Price too high 
0 make me yours, and Iſrael's Victim Dye! 
lore than my Merits or my Hopes could claim, 

0 purchaſe with few Years immortal Fame, 

Vith Comfort to your Palace, Sir, repair, 

0 cheriſh her that's now your only Care : 

tender Mother's Sorrow to aſſwage: 

or only you can check the Tyrant's Rage. 

orget your worthleſs Daughter, and ſurvive 

our Example to keep her alive. | 

Vor. l. | Ton 


322 De TI RD PAAR of 
Pon elſe reſign) your Laurels to the Fos, =; 
And tonquer's Ammon Triumphs in your Wot, 
Or have you laviſh'd all your Love qua, 
On my pa rar: 
Reſerv'd no Kindneſs for my lateſt Day ! | c 
If my paſt Life did you in ought offend, * | 
In Death at leaſt I wou'd my Fault amend, £ ) 
And to the Shades 4 ae Soul Deſcend. V 
O Torture (the diſtracted Father ctyes, 0 
With Arms extended and uplifted Eyes) A 
Too much, ye conſcious Skies, for Man to bear! M 
For this is Torment that exceeds Deſpair. 
The weeping Crowd around he then ſurvey'd, 
O if the Death of this illuſtrious Mail 


You wretched make, her Death you only ſee, 0 

What muſt the Murtherer her Father be! © 

In Innocence your Sorrow finds Relief, 7 

I bear the double Load of Guilt and Grief. W 
| 15 60S 1 5 RUN T. 

einen Wenn * 0 M 


Nr . 


By Mr. J. Do Nx. | 
1 T: 


Efore I ſigh my laſt Gaſp, let me Breathe, 

Great Love, ſome Legacies; ' | To 
Mine Eyes to Argus, if mine Eyes can ſee, I 
If they be blind, then, Love, I give them thee O 
My Tongue to Fame, to Ambaſſadors my Ears; My 

To Women, or the Sea, my Tears; In 

Thou, Love, haſt taught ine heretofore, 

By making me love her who had twenty more, 
That I ſhould give to none, but ſuch, as had too much \ 
7 15 | before For 


My Conſtancy I to the Planets give, 

My Truth to them who at the Court do live; 
Mine Ingenuity and Openneſs, 

To Jeſuits, to Buffoons my Penſiyeneſs; 
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My Silence to any, who abroad have been; 
My Mony to a Capuchin. 2 
Thou Love taught'ſt me, by appointing me 
To love there, where no Love receiv'd can be, 
Only to give to ſuch as 7 1 no good Capacity. 
Faith 1 pres Roman Catholicks ; 
All my good Works unto the Schiſmaticks 
Of Am ſlerdam; my beſt; Civility 
And Courtſhip, to an Univexſity: 4 
My Modeſty 1 give to Soldfers bare. 
My Patience let Gameſters- ſhare, | 
Thou Love taught'ſt me, by making me 
Love her that holds my Loye diſparity, 
Only to give to thoſe that count my Gifts indignity, 
' 43% IV; -- =: 
I give my Reputation to thoſe - 


Which were my Friends: Mine Induſtry to Foes: 


* 


To Schoolmen I bequeath my Doubtfulneſs : 
My Sickneſs to Phylicians, or Exceſs: ' 
To Nature, all that I in Rime have writ : 
And to my Company, my Wit. 
Thou Love, by making me adore 
Her who begot this Love in me before, 
Taught'ſt me to make, as though I gave, when 1 do 
| TX [but reſtore, 
To him for whom the Paſſing-Bell next Tolls, 
I give my Phyſick Books: My written Rolls, 
Ot Moral Counſels, I to Bedlam give: 
Ny Brazen Medals, unto them which live 
In want of Bread: To them which paſs among 
All Foreigners, mine Engliſu Tongue. 
Thou, Love, by making me love one CY 
Who thinks her [Friendſhip a fit Portion 
For younger Lovers, doſt my Gifts thus diſproportion, 
g N VI. | I it 2+ 


7 


herefore I'll give no more, but I'll undo 


be World by dying : Becauſe Love dies too, N 
hen all your Beauties will be no more worth 


9 


ban Gold in Mines, where nome doth dtaw it _—_ 
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And all your Graces no more uſe ſhall haye, 
Than a Sun-dial in a Grave. 
Thou Love taught'ſt me; by making me 
Love her who doth negle& both me and thee, 
To invent and practiſe this one way, to annihilate thee] 


* 


4 Congratulatory POR M to Her Sacred Ma. 
jeſty Queen Mary, upon Her Arri. 
val in England, in the Tear 1688. 


By Mrs, BEHN. 


WII my ſad Muſe the darkeſt Covert ſought, 

To give a looſe to Melancholy Thought; 

Oppres and ſighing, with the heavy Weight 

Of an Unhappy dear-lov'd Monarch's Fate; 

A lone Retreat on Thames's Bank ſhe found, 

With murm'ring Ofters fring'd » and bending Willows 

crown'd ; | 

'Thro* the thick Shade cou'd dart no chearful Ray, 

Nature dwelt here as in diſdain of Day; 

Content, and pleas'd with nobler Solitude, 

No Wood-Gods, Fawns, nor Loves did here intrude, 

Nor Neſts for wanton Birds the Glade allows; 

Scarce the ſoft Winds were heard amongſt the Bough, 
While thus ſhe lay, reſoly'd to tune no more 

Her fruitleſs Songs on Britain's faithleſs Shore, 

All on. a ſudden thro' the Woods there rung 

Loud Sounds of Joy, that 10 Pæans ſu 

Maria / bleſt Maria ! was the Theam, 

Great Britain's happy Genius, and her Queen, 

The River Nymphs their cryſtal Courts forſake, 

Curl their blue Locks, and ſhelly Trumpets take: 

And the ſurpriſing News, along the Shore, 

In raptur'd Songs the wondring Virgins bore; 

While mourning Eccho now 245 Sighs, 


Had ſung the new-taught Anthem to the Skies. 
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All things in Nature a new Face put on, 
"Thames with harmonious Purlings glides along, 
And tells her raviſht Banks, ſhe fare) bore 

A Prize more great than all her hidden Store, 
Or all the Sun it ſelf had ever ſeen before. 

The brooding Spring her fragrant Bloom ſent out, 
Scattering her early Perfumes round about 

No longer waits the laſie teeming Hours, 

But ere her time produc'd her odorous Flow'rs 
Maria's Eyes anticipate the May, 

And Life inſpir'd beyond the God of Day. 

The Muſes all, upon this Theam Divine, 

Tun'd their beſt Lays, the Muſes all, but mine; 
Sullen with ſtubborn Loyalty ſhe lay, 

And ſaw the World its eager Homage pay, 5 
While Heav'n and Earth on the new Scene lookt 
But Oh! what human Fortitude can be 

Sufficient to reſiſt a Deity ? | 

Ev'n our Allegiance here too feebly pleads, 

The _ in fo Divine a Form perſuades; 

Maria with the Sun has equal Force, 

No Oppoſition ſtops her glorious Courſe, 

Her pointed Beams thro” all a paſſage find, 

And fix their. Rays Triumphant in the Mind. 

And now 1 wiſh'd among the Cronds to adore, 
And conſtant wiſhing did increaſe my Pow'r ; | 
From every Thought a new-born Reaſon came, | 
Which fortify'd by bright Maria's Fame, 
Inſpir'd my Genius with new Life and Flame. 

d thou, * Great Lord of all my Vows, permit 8 il 


= 


I 


hs, 


My Muſe, that never fail'd Obedience yet, 

To pay her Tribute at Maria's Feet, 

Maria, ſo Divine a part of you, 

Let me be Juſt— but Juſt with Honour too. I 

Reſolv'd, ſhe join'd her Chorus with the Throng, 

And to the lining Groves Maria's Virtues ſung ; | 
Maria all Inchanting, Gay, and Young, | 
All Hail illuſtrious Daughter of a King | 

Shining without, and Glorious all within, 


J. R 
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Whoſe Eyes beyond your ſcantier Power give Laws; 

Command the World, and juſtifie the Cauſe 

Nor to ſecure your Empire needs more Arms 

Than your reſiſtleſs and all. eonquering Charms. 

Minerva thus alone old Troy ſuſtain'd, 

Whilſt her bleſt Image with three Gods remain'd, 

But Oh! your Form and Manner to relate, | 

The Envying Fair as ſoon may imitate, 

'Tis all engaging Sweet, tis all ſurpriſing Great; 

A thouſand Beauties Triumph in your Air, 

Like thoſe of ſoſt young Loves your Smiles appear, 

And to th' unguarded Hearts as dangerous are. 

All Nature's Charms are open'd in your Face, 

You Look, you Talk, with more than mortal Grace; 

All that is Wit, all that is Eloquence, 

The Births of fineſt Thought and nobleſt Senſe 

Faſie and Natural from your Language break, 

And 'tis Eternal Muſick when you ſpeak; 

Thro' all no formal Nicety is ſeen, 4 

But Free and Generous your Majeflick Meen, 

In every Motion, every Look a Queen; 

Heav'n did in this one glorious: Wonder fix 

All that is Great and Lovely in the Sex, 

Apelles thus, to paint the Queen of Love, 

Robb'd the whole Race, a Goddeſs to improve. 
Yet if with Sighs we view that lovely Face, 

And all the Lines of your great Father Trace, 

Your Virtues ſhould forgive, while we adore 

That Face that Awes, and Charms our Hearts ths 

But if the Monarch in your Looks we find; [ more; 

Behold him yet more glorious in your Mind; 

'Tis there his God-like Attributes we ſee, 

A gracious Sweetneſs, Affability, c 

A tender Mercy, and true Piety; 

And Virtues even ſufficient to atone 

For all the Ills th' ungrateful World has done, 

Where ſeveral Factions, ſeveral Intereſts ſway, 

(That Faction's always right that gains the Day ;) 

 Howe'er they differ, this they all muſt grant, 

Your Form and Mind no one Perfection want, 

Without all Angel, and within all Saint. 
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The murmuring World till now divided lay, 
Vainly debating whom they ſhould ObeF, re 
Till you, Great Cæſar's Off- ſpring, bleſt our Iſle, 
The differing. Multitudes to Reconcile. 4 
Thus Stiff-neck'd 1/rael in defiance ſtood, N 
'Till they beheld the Prophet of their God; 7 
Who from the Mount with dazling Brightneſs came, 
And Eyes all ſhining with Celeſtial Flame ; 

Whoſe awful Looks diſpel'd each Rebel Thought, 
And to a juſt Compliance the wild Nations brought. 


* 


— 
9 


The COUNTER SCUFFLE. 


ET that Majeſtick Pen that writes 
Of brave King Arthur and his Knights, il 
And of their noble Feats and Fights; | Wi | 
And thoſe o tell of Mice and Frogs, | 
And of the Skirmiſhes of Hogs, | | 19 
And of fierce Bears, and Maſtiff Dogs, = "uy 
| e nis! be ſilent. MH 
And now let each one liſten well, l 
While I the famous Battel tell, 1 
In Moodſtreet- Counter that befel, || 
in high Lent; | 
In which great Scuffle only twain, 
Without much hurt, or being flain, 
Immortal Honour did obtain 
| buy Merit, 
One was a Captain in degree, 
A ſtrong and luſty Man was he; 
T'other a Tradeſman bold and free 
1 . of Spirit. 
And though he was no Man of Force, 
He had a Stomach like a Horſe, 
And in his Rage had no remorſe 


Q 4 
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Full nimbly could he cuff and clout, | 
And was accounted, without doubt, 
One of the prettieſt Sparks about = 
the City. 
And at his Weapon any way 
He could perform a ſingle Fray, 
Even from the long Pike to the Tay- 
lor's Bodkin, 
He reckt not for his Fleſh a jot, 
He fear'd not Engliſhman nor Scot, 
For Man or Monſter car'd he not 
a Dodkin. 
For fighting was his Recreation, 
And like a Man in Deſperation, 
For Law, Edict, or Proclamation 
he car'd not 

And in his Anger (Cauſe being given) 
To lift his Hand 'gainſt good Sir Steven, 
Or any Juſtice under Heaven, 

7 he fear'd not. 
He durſt his Enemy withſtand, 
Or at Tergoos or Calis-Sand, 
And bravely there with Sword in Hand 


would greet him, 
And. noble Ellis was his Name, 1 
Who 'mongſt his Foes to purchaſe Fame, 
Not cared though the Devil came 
N ES - + to meet him. 
And this brave Goldſmith was the Man, 
Who firſt this worthy Brawl began, 

Which after ended in a Can 
E of mild Beer. 
But had you ſeen him when he fought, 

How eagerly for Blood he ſought, - _ 

There's no Man but would have him thought 

| a wild Bear, 

Imagine now you ſee a ſcore 
Of mad- cap Gentlemen, or more, 
Boys that did uſe to roiſt and rore, | 
| and ſwagger. 


" Among 
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Among the which were three or four, 
That rul'd themſelves by Wiſdom's lore, 
Whoſe very Grandſires ſcarcely wore _ 
- lt 2 Dagger. 
A Prieſt and Lawyer, Men well read 
In wiping Spoons and chipping Bread, 
And falling to, ſhort Grace being ſaid, 
| 05 ull roundly: 
Whoſe hungry Maws no Sallets need | 
Good Appetites therein to breed, 
Their Stomachs without Sauce. could feed 
or profoundly. 
'Twas ill that Men of ſober Diet, X 
Who lov'd to fill their Guts in quiet, 
Were plac'd with R#fins that to Riot 
| were given. 
And (O great Grief!) even from their Food 
(Their Stomachs too being ſtrong and good) 
And that ſweet place whereon it ſtood, 
| ite be driven. 
But here 'tis fitting L repeat 
What Food our dainty Priſoners eat; 
But if in placing of the Meat 
N and Diſhes, 
From curious Order I do ſwerve, 
'Tis that themſelyes did none obſerve, 
For which nor Fleſh they did deſerve,. 
1 | nor Fiſhes, 
But ſome (perhaps), will ſay that Lent , 
Aﬀords them not what here is meant; 
So much, ſo good; and that they went 


| without it. 
'Tis like: But if I add a Diſh, 
Or twain, or three, of Fleſh or Fiſh, 
They either had, or did it wiſh, | 
; ne'er doubt it, 
Then wipe your Mouths, while 1 declare 
The goodneſs of this Lenten fare, 
Ss Which is in Priſon very rare, 
WE. I tell ye. ; 
7 25 Furmity, 
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Furmity, ſweet as any Nur, 
As good as ever wida ine 
And Butter ſweet as e'er was put #4 
at] 6 in Belly. 
Eggs by the Dozen, new and good, 
Which, in white Salt, uprightiy ſtood, 
And Meats which heat and ſtir the Blood 
As butter'd Crabs, and Tobſters red, 
Which ſend the married Pair to bed, 
And in looſe Bloods have often 'bred 
fs WITT + . - - | 
Fiſh butter'd to the Platter's 'brim, _ 
And Parſnips did in Butter fim, 
Strew'd o'er with Pepper neat and trim, 
| Salt Salmon. 
Smeltscry'd, Come eat me, do not ſtay; 
Freſh-Cod, and Maids, full neatly Jay, 
And next to theſe a luſty B. 
| con Gammon 


Stuck thick with Cloves upon the back, 
Well ſtuft with Sage, and for the Smack, 
Daintily ſtrew'd with Pepper black. | 
HT | Sous'd Gurnet, 
Pickrell, Sturgeon, Tench and Trout, ih 
Meat far too good for ſuch a Rout, 
To tumble, toſs; and throw about, 1 
n and ſpurn it. 
The next a Naat's- Tongue neatly dry'd, 
Muſtard and Sugar by his ſide, | 
_ Roches butter'd, Flounders fry'd, 


| | hot Cuſtard. 
Eels boil'd and broil'd; and next they bring 
Herring, that is the Fiſhes King, | 
And then a Conrtly Poul of Ling | 
| | and Muſtard, 
But ſtay, I had almoſt forgot ark ey 
The Fleſh which fill tank piping hot, 
Some from the Spit, ſome from the Pot 

| | ; new taken 
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A Shoulder and a Leg of Mutton, 
As good as ever Knife was put. 0n, 
Which never were by a true Glutton _ 
> MESH forſaken, 
A Loin of Veal that would haye dar'd 
One of the hungrieſt of the Guard; 
And they ſometimes will feed full hard 
2 like tall Men; 
And ſuch as love the luſty Chine; | 
But when that I fhall ſup or dine, 
God grant they be no Gueſts of mine, 
„aide of all Men. 
Thus the Deſcriptions are compleat, 
Which I have made of Men and Meat, 
Mars aid me now while I repeat | 
the Battel, 
Where Pots and Stools were us'd as Gins 
To break each others Heads and Shins, 
Where Blows did make Bones in their Skins 
6:30 3c: to rattle; 
Where Men to madneſs never ceaſt, 
'Till each one (furious as a Beaſt) 
Had ſpoil'd the faſhion of a Feaſt | 
| | | full dainty 
Whereon (had they not been accurſt) 
They might have fed 'till Bellies -burſt : 
But Ellis ſhew'd himſelf the Worſt | 
"30 of twenty. 
For he began this monſtrous Brawl, 
Which afterward incens'd them all 
To throw the Meat about the Hall 
that Even. 


14 


And now give ear unto the Jar 
That fell between theſe Men of War, 
Wherein ſo many a harmleſs Scar 1 
41. was giwen. by 
The Board thus furniſh'd, each Man fate, f 
Some fell to feeding, ſome to prate, L 
Mong whom a jarring Queſtion ſtrait 

r was riſen. 
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For they grew hotly in diſpute, | 
What Calling was of moſt repute; ' 
»Twas well their Wits were ſo acute 

HT f in Priſon. 
While they diſcours'd, the Parſon blithe 
Fed as he meant to have the Tythe 
Of every Diſh, being ſharp as Scythe _ 
8 5 N in feeding. 
But haſte had almoſt made him choke, 
Or elſe (perhaps) he would have ſpoke 
In praiſe of his long thred-bare Cloak 

; iy and Breeding, 

Put after a deliberate pauſe, 

The Lawyer ſpoke, as he had cauſe, 

In commendation of the Laus 

: Hef Profeſſion. 

The Law (quoth he) by a juſt Doom 
th cenſure all that to it come, 
And ſtill defends the Innocent from A 
| | Oppreſſion; 
It favours Truth, it curbs the hope 
Of Vice; it gives Allegiance ſcope, 
Provides a Gallows and a Rope 
n LICE for Treaſon. 
This doth the Law, and this is it 
Which makes us here in Priſon ſit, 
Which grounded is on holy Writ 
i Te and Reaſon. 
To which all Men muſt ſubje& be, | 
As we by daily Proof do ſee, - 
From higheſt to the low'ſt degree; 
> the Scholar; 
Noble, and Rich: It doth ſubdue 
The Soldier and his ſwaggering Crew: 
But at that word the Captain:grew. 
| in Choler ; 
He look'd full grim, and at firſt Word 
Rapt out an Oath that ſhook the Board, 
And ſtruck his Fiſt, that the ſound roar d 
| f like Thunder; 


Ie 
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It made all skip that ſtood him near, F 
The frighted Cuſtard quak'd for fear, 
And thoſe that heard it, ſtricken were 8 
| With wonder; 
Nought did he now but frown and puff, oY 
And having ſtar'd and ſwore enough, _ f w 
Thus he began in Language rough: : | 
. . | Thou cogging - 
Baſe foyſting Lawyer, that doſt. ſet , 
Thy Mind on nothing, but to get 
Thy living by thy damned pet= | 
* tifogging, 
A Slave, that ſhall for half a Crown, 
With Buckram Bag, and daggled Goyn,. 
Wait like a Dog about the Town, ies 
Sets | and follow 
A Buſineſs on the Devil's. part n 41 
For Fees, though not with Law nor Art. 
But Head as empty as thy Heart | | 
2 . is hollow; 
You ſtay at home and pocket Fees, 
While we abroad our Bloods do leeſe, 
And then with ſuch baſe Terms as theſe 
| : you wrong us; 


But Lawyer, it is ſafer far 
For thee to prattle at a Bau, 
Than once to ſhew thy Face i“ th” War 
| | among usz 
Where to defend ſuch thankleſs Hinds 
The Soldier little quiet finds, 
| But is expos'd to ſtormy Winds 
| 27480 887 and Weathers, 
And oft in Blood he wades full deep, 
Your Throats from foreign Swords to keep, 
And wakes when you ſecurely ſleep | 
| in Feathers, 
What could your Laws and Statutes do 
Againſt Invaſions of a Foe, 
Did not the yaliant Soldier go 5 
* : to quell em: 
N - And 


And to prevent FOR further harms, 

With Enſign, Fiſe, and loud Alarms 1 

Of warlike Drum, by force of Arms 
Sal ao oh repell em? 

Your Treſpaſs Action will not tand, - - 

For ſetting Foot upon your Land, 


When they in ſcorn of your command N 
| come hither: 


No remedy in Courts of Payls, 
In Common-Pleas, or in the Rolls, 


For jouling of your Fobhernouls. 
| together, 


Were't not for us, thou Swad (quoth he) 
Where wouldſt thou fog to get a Fee? 
But to defend ſuch things as thee, _. 
tis pity.” 
For ſuch as thou eſteem us leaſt, | 
Whoever have been ready preſt 
To guard you, and the Cuckee's Neſt, 
Molle $1 your City. 
That very word made Ellis ſtart, 
And all his Blood ran to his Heart; 
He ſhook, and quak'd in every part 
| 9 7 1 with Anger: 
He look'd as if nought might aſſwage 
The heat of his enflamed Rage; 
His very Countenance „ mY 
| | ome Danger, 
A Cuckoe's Neſt 2 quoth he, and ſo 
He humm'd, and held his Head full low, 
As if diſtracted Thoughts did o- | 
ET: Ex | verpreſs him. 
At length, quoth he, my Mother ſaid, 
At Brijfos ſne was brought abed, 
And there was Ellis born and bred, 


ett (God bleſs him.) 
Of Tondon-City J am free, | 
* And there I firſt my Wife did ſee, 
And for that very cauſe, quoth he, 
e I ye it: 


„ 


a a? © 


„ 
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nd 


$ But looking fiercely, plai 


MtscglLiaAxv PorMs. 

And he that calls it Cuckoe's Neſt, 

Except he ſays he ſpeaks in Jeſt, 

He is a Villain and a Beaſt, 152 | 
DF I'll prove it: 


This I'll maintain, nor do I care 
Though Captain Pot- gun ſtamp and ſtare, 
And ſwagger, ſwear, and tear his Hair 
204 in Fury; 
And with the hazard of my Blood | 
I'll fight up to the Knees in Mud, 
But I will make my Quarrel good, | 
© 7:94 | aſſure ye. 
For though I am a Man of Trade, 
And free of London-City made, 
Yet can I uſe Gun, Bill, and Blade, 
_= | in Battel ; 
And Citizens, if need require, 
Themſelyes can force the Foe retire, 
Vhat-eyer this Low-Country Squire 
| | do prattle z 
For we have Soldiers of our own, 3 1 
Able enough to guard the Town, 
And Captains of moſt fair Renown 
1 — about it; 
If any Fae ſhould fight amain, | 
And ſet on us with all his Train; 
We'll make him to retire-again, > aff 1:4 [ 
d FP ne'er doubt it. 1 
We have fought well in Dangers paſt, 9 
And will do while our Lives 4 lag, | | = 
Without the help of any caſtt | [| 
Commanders, 
That hither come, compell'd by want, P} 
With ruſty Swords. and Suits provant, | 
From Utrecht, Nemighen or Ghent | 
| 121 in Flanders, 
The Captain could Genie hold; ti 2770 
| nly teld 
The Citizen, he was too bald, 
+ £05050 ur _ and call'd him 


Prond 
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Proud Boy, and for his ſaucy Speech | 
Did yow ſhortly to whip his Breech :- 


Then Ellis ſnatcht the Pot, with which 


he maul'd him 3 


He threw the Jug, and therewithal T3 
Did give the Captain ſuch a maul - 
As made him thump againſt the Wall. 


With that the Captain took a Diſh 

That ſtood brim-full of butter'd Fiſh, 

As good as any Heart could wiſh 1 
BY 1 | to Supper: 

And as he threw, his Foot did ſlide, | 

Which turn'd his Arm and Diſh aſide, 

And all be-butterfiſhifide | 

Nick Ballat : 


And he (good Man) did none diſeaſe; 

But ſitting quiet and at his eaſe, _ 
With butter' d Rochets thought to pleaſe 

4 Bet is Palate, 
But when he felt the Wrong he had, 
He rag'd, and ſwore, and grew ſtark mad ; 
Some in the Room been better had 


For, he took hold of any thing; 

And firft he caught the Poul of Ling, 

Which he couragiouſly did fling - | 
„n about him: 


Out of his Hand it flew apace, 
And hit the Lawyer in the Face, 
Who at the Board in higheſt place 
£22 was ſeated; 
And as the Lawyer thought to riſe, 
The Salt was thrown into his Eyes, 
Which him of Sight in woful wiſe 
DNN defeated. 
All things near hand, Nick Ballat threw; 
At length his butter'd Rochets flew; 
And hit by chance, among the crew, 
* MO. 4 the Parſon ; 


* 


his Crupper: 


without him; 
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The Sauce his Coat did all bewet, 
The Prieſt began to fume and fret, 
The Seat was butter'd which he ſet 
e his — on: 
He knew not what to do or ſay, 
It was in vain to Preach or Pray, 
Or cry, Ton are all gone aſtray, 
4 8 ns good People: 
He might as well go ſtrive to teach | 
Divinity beyond his reach; 
Or when the Bells ring out, go preach | | [ 
| i' th' Steeple,” If 
| 


At this Miſchance the filly Man 
Out of the Room would fain haye ran, 
And very angerly began 
| to mutter, | It 
Ill luck had he, for after that 
One threw the Parſnips full of Fat; | 
Which ſtuck like Broaches in his Hat If, | 
1 with Butter. h 
Out of the place he ſoon repairs, | 
And ran halt headlong down the Stairs, 
And made Complaint to Maſter Aires, | 
| | with crying, 
Up ran he to. know the matter, - 
And found how they the things did ſcatter; 
Here a Trencher, there a Platter 
| = were lying. 
I dare not ſay he ſtunk for Woe, 
Nor will, unleſs I did it know; 
But ſome there be that dare ſay ſo, 


| 3 that ſmelt him: 
Nor could ye blame him if he did, 


For they threw Diſhes at his Head; * 
And did with Eggs and Loaves of Bread 
a bepelt him. 


He thruſt himfelf into the Throng, 
And us'd the Virtue of his Tongue; 
But what could one — among 

ſo many? 
te | The 
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The Candles were all ſhuffled out, 
The Victuals flew afreſh about; 
Was neyer ſuch a Combat fought | 1 95 
by any. 
| Now in the dark was all the Coyl; 
Some were bloody in the Broil,- 
And ſome were Ae in Sallet-Oil 

and Muſtard, 
The fi ight e make a Man afeard: 
Another had a butter'd Beard, 
Another's Face was all beſmear d 


Others were daub'd up to the Nane 
With butter'd Fiſh and Furmiy 
And ſome the Men could ſcarcely: ſees : 


that beat em. 


Under the Boar * Lluellin hay, 
Being ſore frighted with the. Fray, 
And as the en flew that way 
he eat em. 
The Bread ſtuck in "this Windows all. | 
Like Bullets ina; Caſtle-wall' + | 
Which furious Foes did ſeek to ſcale 
in Battel. 
Shoulders of Mutton, and Loins of Veal, 
pointed for to ſerye the Meal, 
ate their Ears full many a Peal 
did onde; 
The which when £ Owen Blany ſpy'd, 
Oh, take away their Arms, he cry'd, 
Leſt ſome great Hurt do them betide, 
prevent it. 
And then the Knaye away did ſteal 
Of Food that fell, no little deal, 
And in his Houſe at many a Meal A; 
| nl ! he ſpent. it, 


A One of the Under-Kgepers, 


with Cuſtard : 


The 


4 Will. Lluellin 4 Prisoner there, ſometim: ſince the Keeper, 
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The Captain ran the reſt among, 

As eager to revenge the Wrong 

Done by the Pot which Ellis flung 
| ſo ſtoutly : 

And an ry Ellis ſought about 

To find e furious Captain out; 

At length they met, and then they fought 
1 | devoutly. 
Now being met, they never lin, 

Till with their loud robuſtious din 
The Room and all that was therein 
ti 5 did rumble 
Inſtead of Weapons made of Steel, 
The Captain took a. ſalted Eel, 
And at each blow made Ellis reel 
Ellis a Pippin-Pie had got, * 
A ſorer Weapon than the Pot; 
For lo, the Apples being hot 
ane did ſcald him. 
The Captain laid about him ſtill, | 
As if he would poor Ellis kill, * _ 
And with his Eel with a good Will! 
5 * he maul'd him. 
At length, quoth he, Ellis thou art | 
A Fellow of couragious Heart, 
Yield now, and I will take thy part 
| 5 ereafter. 
8 Ellis, much I ſcorn to hear 
Thy words of Threat, being free from Fear; 
With which he hard y. could forbear | 


: | from Laughter, 
Together then afreſh they fly, | 
The Fel againſt the Pippin-Pre : 
But Blany ſtood there purpoſely 


| 21 to watch 'em. 
be Weapons wherewithal they fought, | 

WW cre thoſe for which he chiefly ſought, 
ind with an eager Stomach thought 
43 to catch em; 


he 


Fs 
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But ſcap'd not now fo well away | © 


As at the Veal and Mutton Fray 
He thought to haye with ſuch a Prey 


: | his Jaws fed : 
But all his Hope did turn aſide, | 
He look'd for that which Luck deny'd, | + 
For Ellis all be-pippin-py'd 


- 
* 


his Calves-head. 


Woe.was the Caſe he now was in, | 
The hot Apples did ſcald his Skin; 
His Skull as it had rotten been 

an did quoddle. 


With that one Fool among the rout 
Made out- cry all the Houſe about, 
That Blany's Brains were beaten out x 

| | his Noddle : 
Which * Lockwood hearing,. needs would ſee 
What all this coil and ſtir might be; 
And up the Stairs his Guts and he 


But when he came the Chamber near, 
Behind the Door he ftood to hear; 
For in he durſt not come, for:fear r 
„ le A of ſwadling + 
There ſtood he in a frightful Caſe : 
And as by Chance he ſtirr'd his Face, 
Full in the Mouth a butter'd Plaice 
; 93 | did hit him. 
Away he ſneak'd, and with his Tongue 
He lick'd and ſwallow'd up the Wrong, 
And as he went the Room along, 
4210 be — him. 
For help now doth poor Lockwood cry, 
O bring a Surgeon or I die, 
My Guts out of my Belly fly ; | 
| 210 come quickly. 
Blany with open Mouth likewiſe 
For preſent help of Surgeon cries; 
' Pity a Man, quoth he, that lies 
as. ned 4127 ſo ſickly. 
A Turnkey, 4 fat Fellows 


went wadling, 
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Phillips the skiltul Surgeon then, 
Was call'd, and call'd, and call'd again, 
If he had Skill to cure theſe Men, 4 
| to ſhew it. 
At length he comes, and firſt he puts ' 
His Hands to feel for Lockwood's Guts * 
Which came not forth ſo ſweet as Nuts, | 
b all know it: 
He cries for Water. In the mean | 
One calls up Madge the Kitchin-quean; 
To take and make the Baby clean, & f 
| and clout it. 
Faſt by the Noſe ſhe took the Squall, 
And led him. ſoftly thro' the Hall, 
Leſt the Perfume through Knees ſhould fall - 
3 about it. 
She turn'd his Hoſe beneath the Knee, 
Nor could ſhe chuſe but laugh to ſee 
That yellow which was wont to be | 
| | a white Breech. 
She took a Diſh-clout off the Shelf, | 
And with it wip'd the ſh— Elf, 
Which had not wit to help it ſelf, | 
Ft poor — Breech. 
Thus leaving Lockwood all bewray'd | 
Unto the Mercy of the Maid, 
Who well deſeryed to be pay'd _ 
for taking 
Such homely Pains: Now let us caſt 
Our Thought back on the ſtir that's paſt, 
And them whoſe Bones could not in haſte - 
| leave aking, 
And like the Candles, ſhall my Pen y 
Shew you theſe Gallants once again ; 
Which now like Furies, not like Men, 
10% n appeared. 
Freſh Lights being brought 5 the Brawl, 
Shew twenty Mad-men in the Hall, N 
With Blood and Sauce their Faces al! 
8 . Their 


' The Captain ſoon as much veply'd: 
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Their Cloaths all rent and ſouc'd reg 
Oil, Muſtard, Butter, and the ſtinæx 
Which Lockwood left, would make one a 


in ſadneſs, 


That theſe ſo monſtrous Creatures 3 | | 
Either in Bedlam, or in Hell | . 
Or Ar no uin or Pen can tell ' N 
their Madgele 

They were * dis 8 fd, - 55; - 
Friend knew not Friend, nor Foe-man Foe: ( 
For each as ſcarce himſelf did know: 14 \ 
But after | 

A Frantick aring N about, A 

They ſuddenly did quit their doubt, & 

And loudly all at once brake out ; A 

in 74575 

The heat of all "te now allay'd, A 
| A 


The Keep ers gen i do per uade; | 
And (as Diſore) = Friends are do; | A: 
full vindly, 
Ellis the Captain doth imbrace, 
The Captain doth return the Grace, 
And ſo do all Men in the place, | Pp: 
| as. 0 
By Jove I hs thee;' Ellis cry'd: 


Thou art, "m_ bn, a Man well try'd; 
and Vulcan 
With Mars at * again ſhall be, 715 
Ere any Jars twixt thee and mee 
And mean L drink to thee. | 
a full Can, 


And then he kneel'd upon the Ground. 
| Drink't off (quoth Ellis) for this round 
For ever ſhall be held renown'd+' © | 

| And neyer 
May any Quarrel twixt us tW-ain 
Ariſe, or this renew again, | 
But may we loving Friends remain 
for yer, 
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Amen, cry'd the Captain, ſo did all, 
And ſo the Health went round che Hall; 


| was ended, 
But Hunger now did ver em more 
Than all their Anger did before; 
They ſearch'd i th* Room how far their Store 
F 
They want the Meat which Blany ſtole; 
One finds a Herring in a Hole 
With Dirt and Duft black as a Coal, 
— +4 and trodden 
All under Feet. The next in Poſt, © . 
Snaps up and feeds on what was loſt, 
nd looks not whether it were roſt, 
A or ſodden 
A third finds in another place 
A piece of Ling in dirty caſe, 
And Muſtard in his Fellow's Face. 
9237 Anothes 
Eſpies, and finds a: Loaf of Bread, 
A Diſh of Butter all beſpread, 
And ſtuck upon another's Head 
| 2 i th' pother, 
Thus what they found contented ſome: 
At length the Keeper brings a Broom, 
Meaning therewith to cleanſe the Room 
43% with ſweeping, 
But under Table on the Ground 
Looking to ſweep, by chance he found 
Lluellin, faining to be ſound- 


; ly 9% Aha 
He pull'd him out ſo ſwift by th* Heels, 
As if his Bum had run on Wheels, 
ind found his Pocket ſtuft with Fels: 
| his Cod-piece 
Did plenty of Proviſion bring, 
domewhat it held of every thing, 
melts, Flounders, Rochets, and of Ling : 
R a broad Piece, 


And thus the famous Counter Brawl lil 


- 
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At this Diſcoyery each Man round 

Took equal ſhare of what was found, 

Which afterwards they freely drown'd . 
bohas 2547 in good Drink. 

For of good Beer there was good ſtore, 


* 


Till all were glad to give it o' er; 


For each Man had enough and more, 
| 33 that would drink. 
And when they thus had drunk and fed, 
As if no Quarrel had been bred, _ 
They all ſnook Hands, and all to Bed 
| Shot bee did ſhuffle, 
Ellis, the glory of the Town, 
With that brave Captain of renown: 
And thus J end this famous Coun. _ 
| 7 FM er Scuffle. 
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Or, the Noble Labours of a | 
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his Glory, and the Eclipſing the Pride of 
an Imperious, Uſurping Chanter. 


An Heroic Por M in Four Cantos. 


Containing a true Hiſtory, and ſhews the Folly, 1 
Foppery, Luxury, Lazineſs, Pride, Ambition, | 
and Contention of the Romiſb Clergy. 
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L Printed in the Year MDCCXXVII 


To the Right Honourable 


F - 
Earl of MUL GRAVE, &c. 


Knight of the moſt Honourable Order 
of the Garter. 


My L © & p, | 
Have. long been aſbam'd to ſee ſo many of my 
Writings march mto the World, and yet not one 
of 'ems honour'd by your Lordſhip's Patronage. le 
is an eaſie matter for -a Troop to force themſelves 
on Ladies and Neutral Gentlemen, or Nobility, who 
will not Arm; but they muſt be Men of ſome Merit 
and Gallantry, who compel regard from a General. 
Your Lordſhip is as much above us in our own Mays, 
as you are in other Reſpects; and I give this mant- 
fell proof of it, your Fortune, and, maſt Men believe, 
your Inclination fixes you on the top of Eaſe and Plea; 
ſure, therefore you wou'd never have written one 
Line, if it had coſt you any Pains, yet have you per- 
form'd Maſteries, which we who make Poetry the 
whole Buſineſs of our Lives, cou'd never equal. Is 
your Eſſay on Poetry there appears to me a Com- 
manding Genius ſtanding on a Riſe, ver-looking the 
Age you live in, ſeeing all the Writers in it march 
ing below you, and too ow diſurderly; and yon give 
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t thoſe Orders which plainly ſhew, Poetry attend. 
en you, you may do what you pleaſe with it, but we, 
compar d with your Lordſhip, are but poor drudges 
to it, that have oftner tbe Will, thas the Power to 45 
well. Your Lordſhip bas not only a pare Under. 
ſtanding of what 15 fit to paſs in the World, but you 
are of a ſevere Temper, which will not give your 
Paſs to any falſe Senſe; the abſence therefore of 
Name from my Writings ſeems a ſilent Charge 4. 
gainſt me of want of Merit. To remove that Re. 
proach, I take this occaſion to tell the World, your 
Lordſhip has approv'd of ſome. of my Writings, and 
I have long'd to make my Brags of it, but hade 
been hinder d either by the unkindzeſs of Fortune, 
which has given me ſome blow, aud made me unfit 
to appear before ”_ or by the — of ſome ge- 
nerous Perſons, y which my Writings have been in a 
mauner Mortgag'd. Though the Law of the Land 
does not reckon 8 freely beſtomu'd among Debts, 
the Law of Gratitude does; whenever a Man is ob- 
liged, a Judgment is enter d againſt him. In the 
late Reign, when your Lordſhip graced the Lord 
Chamberlain's Office, you were pleas'd to fſhew me 
thoſe Regards which made me vain: And I ws 
very deſirous to make it known to the World; bu 
zbe Clondineſs of thoſe Times, got I think into m 
Head; I did not write ſo well as I have done former) 
Now I venture before your Lordſhip, becauſe I bring 
an Acquaintance of yours, I am ſure you valnt 
Mr. Boileau; and à piece of his all Men of Sen; 
have eſteemed, "es. it expoſes to contempt Men, 
_ who are the Autipodes to good Senſe; Prieſts whi 
advance Nonſenſe above Reaſon, make Trifles of tht 
moſs ſolemn Matters, and ſolemn Things of Trifft; 
are idle in the great Affairs of their Calling, ani 
buſie in Impertinence. By the few we have had « 
mongſt us, of ſuch kind of Churchmen, we may 620 
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the miſery of People who live in the Roman Church, 


where there are ſcarce any other; where the whole 
Maſs of Prieſthood is a heap of proud Fleſh, and all 
the Strength and Nutriment of a Nation goes to 
feed Eccleſiaſtical Corruption; thanks be to God, we 
are in a condition to make Sport with 'em; if cer 
they come amongſt us, they will ſpoil the Feſt. And 
paſt diſpute tis very fit to render Men contemptible 
who endeavour to make Religion ſo. We have had 
too many in our Church who have buſied themſelves , 
and embroil'd others about things, which the French 
laue had the underſtanding to know were only fit 
for « Droll. But now we have greater Affairs on 
our Hand. We bare not time to contend for Modes 
in Religion, when the Being of the Proteſtant Reli- 
ion, and indeed the Engliſh Nation lyes at ſtake. 
5 a Calm at Sea Men may have leiſure to wrangle 
at Cheſs; but if à Storm riſes the QuarrePs at an 
end, and the Biſhops, Knights, Rooks and Pawns 
that bred it are left to ſoifs for themſelves. I am 
well aſſured the Lutrin pleaſes your Lordſhip, but I 
may doubt of my Management of it; for I treat it 
a an Engliſh * won d do 4 French Prize, 
great part of it I fling away, and I daſh, brew and 
diſeniſe the reſt as I think: good. I ſhall not value 
bow the World cenſures me, if I have the good For- 
tune to be approv'd of by your Lordſhip, and thong bi 
worthy of the Title of, 


My LoRp, | 
Your Lordſhip's moſt Humble 
and Obliged Servant, 


John Crowne, 


— — 
— 1 
— 


— 
— — — 

—— — 

Ln 


— — — — 
— — 
— eh nan 
— — r — — 
* wa — 


— - 


— —— — 


—́— — — — 
— x 
— — — 
* 


— 
— — — 


ih 
| 

{i 
I! 
| 


—— — — — Bee 
— 93 — — © 
— pay . * 

* 


MiscELLANY POEMuSs. . 3Ft. 


The CHURCH SCUFFLF: 


EANTO FE 


S Sing of Angels, not the Heavenly Quire- 
Who Peace, and Truth, and Harmony 


N inſpire. 
&-, Hoarſe Brazen Trumpet- like is my 
- rough Voice, Choice. 


Jarring Church-Angels, therefore, are my 
In mighty Paris two great Spirits reign d, I 
Where one with eaſe could not be well contain'd, 
They ſtrove, and from 'em dreadful] Thunders broke, 
Which made great Notre-Dame both ſhake and ſmoke ;- 
And ere the almoſt falling Church cou'd fix, 

Strange Janglings made, among Church-candlefticks.. 
Of all the Prieſts that wealthy Dome ſupply'd 

With Lazineſs, with Luxury and Pride, 

None deeper ſunk, or firmlier remain'd 

In Peace and Fat, than he, who o'er it reign'd; 

The Dean; a ſolid Prieſt in Fleſh and Bone; 

He like a ſleepy Rowler trundled on 

Along all Times; and gather'd as he rowl'd 

A heavy Heap of fat and clammy Mold. 

He never knew when Changes went 'or came, 

All Times, Faiths, Oaths, appear'd to him the ſame; 
He had no Palate but for Meats and Wine, 

In thoſe he was a learn'd profound Divine ; 

And to thoſe Studies kept ſo cloſe and hard, 

To his Cathedral he paid ſmall regard, 

Mean-while a Haughty, Melancholly, Sow'r, 

Old buſie ſnarling Chanter ſteep'd in Pow'r; 

Chief of the Chanters there, he was b right, 

But not contented. with that Noble Height, 

R 4 -Uſurp'd: 
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Uſurp'd: the Dean's Supremacy, and more, 
Took high Prerogatives unknown before, 


As ſcorning Pow'r only at ſecond Hand 
And he was terrible in his Command; 


le made the Singers ſhake more than in Song. 


Tit fierce Uſurper Rul'd in quiet long 

Obey'd, fear'd, honour'd, Church Affairs went on 
In a profound ſtill Current, croſs'd by none. 

At length the Dean from his long ſlumbers woke," 


Burſt through his Cloud, and Church repoſe he broke. 


He ſaw his Reverence and State were gone, 
And gallantly reſoly'd to ſeize his own; 
Nay his 22 Legal Pomp advance 
On the intruding Chanter's arrogance. 
The 1 having proudly Reign q, 
- Submiſſion ſcorn'd, and uſurp'd State maintain'd. 
By his Deyotion to Pomp, Pow'r and Pride, 

He won the Zealous Canons to his fide; | 
Who, skill'd in Cauſes of that mighty weight, 
Lent him their aid by many a loud debate: 
So, of old, goa Prelates madly ſtrove 

The Moon's Eclipſe by noiſes to remove. 

Pagans beat Diſhes, Pans and Platters hard, 

Our Prieſts - chattering in Quotations ſpar'd, 
What Devil envious of Church repoſe, _ 

Theſe Fire-balls into holy Boſoms throws, 

And turns the Church to a diſorder'd Rout ? 
How can ſuch Fury enter Souls deyout ? 

Stand off, Atheiſtick Wits; and Scoffers vain, 
Do not my grave and ſolemn Song profane : 
Great Notre-Dame, the high and ſtately Scene 

Ot our enſuing Story, long had been 
Adorn'd and bleſt with many a deep Divine, 
Not deep in Arts, but in Down-beds and Wane. 
Their great Devotion doubly they expreſt ; 

In Church by Pomp, at home by Heay'nly Reſt, 
It grac'd their Maſter's Service to maintain 
In eaſe themſelves, his Fav'rite Gentlemen. 
On their ſoft Beds the Morn they dos'd away, 
And left the Quire the drudgery to pray; 


And 
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And to rich lofty Cuſhions to ſupply Renee 
Their Rooms i” Church, and raiſe God's Honour high 
God.was well ſery'd, though Prieſts were never there; 
Bright Reſidentiaries the Cuſhions were. 90 
The holy Men eat, drunk and flept with Zeal, 
All for Heay'n's honour, and the Church's weal: 
Kept from themſelves all Sacrilegious toil; 
True to their Fat they were, as Rhemes to Oil, 
To anoint Gallick Kings an Angel brought 
Much unctuous Fat God fent his holy Lot, 
Our pious Canons, which to keep from waſte 
Caretul they were, not to proves = or faſt; 
Or only faſt to give themſelves a whet, | 
So when they charg'd, the Rout was dreadful Great.. 
Sometimes Soul-lulling Sermons from 'em ſtream'd; 
But ab! ſo gently, * they preach'd they ſeem'd 
Like Halcyons brooding o'er a flumbring Wave, 
To the Cathedral peaceful Calms they gave, 

No croaking Preacher ſpoil'd, with tedious din,. 

Good Sunday Dinners,. or ſweet weekly Sin. 

No noiſe was there but of harmonious Sound, 
Diviſion there only in Song was found. 

When horrid Diſcord rear'd her: ſnaky Head, 

To ſee who entertain'd a Calm fo dead, 

So loath'd by her. Her Empire ſhe ſurvey'd, 

And found her Will by Millions was obey'd. 

Gladly ſhe ſaw in each well-govern'd State 

The Law, with formal Pomp, ſupport debate; 

But Churches highly pleas'd her Ear and Eye, 

She ſaw all Churches ſet her Honour high, 

Yet our Cathedral, only in Muſick loud, 

Lodg'd Peace in ſcorn of Diſcord and her crowd. 
Diſcord in Rage pearch'd on the lofty Dome, 

And from her Mouth ſhe rain'd'a pois'nous Foam 
Which crack'd the Glaſs ;- martyr'd th” Apoſtles there; 
Then with a Sigh, which made Trees ſhed their Hait, 
Foul'd the Church-plate,. that all its ſplendors dy'd, 
Like Men in Damps; ſhe vented thus her Pride. 

How dar'ſt thou, proud Cathedral, Friendſhip ſhew 
To Peace, (ſaid ſne) my known, and yanquiſh'd Foe,” 
| R. 5, Which 
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N 3 the World I've ſpurn'd? Where has ſhe 

reit: 

In one fair Realm ſh'as ſcarce one ſingle Breaſt. 
How often there in the ſame Perſon fight, 
Whig, Tory, Williamite, and Jacobite, 

Who have y turns the better of the fray ;. 

As French or Iriſh get ar loſe the Day; 

Or as the Hands of their good Moſes riſe, 
Well to reward, or ſharply to chaſtiſe. 

I've made my ſelf a Rarricado ſtrong, 

Of ſtiff, Non-ſwearers,. a. moſt ſtubborn throng, 
Who by no Art to yield can be compell'd, 

And grow more hard, like Trees, by being fell'd.. 
Nay ev'n ſome Swearers, to advance my Reign, 
The Crown ſecur'd.by Law unfix again 
Carve Power by Conqueſt which is cary'd by Law, 
Some Swearers againſt theſe keen Weapons draw, 
Between 'em Peace and Truth lead wretched Lives, 
"Theſe Fighters wound em with their Carving-knives. 
Me aboye Church and State all Nations ſet, 

And dares one Church neglect a Power ſo great? 
Woes for thee this An. — Crime =... © 4g 
Streight her enormous Figure Diſcord hides 
With a ſquare Cap, a Surplice, Hood and Gown ;_ 
Nor from an old Sour Canon could be known. 
Moſt true to Diſcord; he waged endleſs War 
With Peace, in Preſſes, Pulpits, at the Bar, 

All Bars of Civil and of Canon Laws, 
To Law he went, with or without a Cauſe. 
With Suits at Law all his Tythe-corn he ground, 

Ay, and himſelf, and all' his Neighbours round. 

He would not ſpare his Purſe, Brain, Fleſh er Bone, 

Jo ſtir the clack of Lawyers and his own. 

Diſcord and wrangling highly to promote, 

He rail'd, he ſued, he ſtudied, and he wrote; 
Toil'd unlike God, from light he darkneſs ſpun ; 

Worlds by this Anti-Maker were undone. 

He preach'd for Malice, in the Pulpit boil'd, 

Till Dinners and Devotions both were ſpoil'd. 


When 
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When his thin Flock by Winter Winds were flead, 
To gaul the Sore he'd a long Service Read; 

Then, far above his Hour, 1n Pulpit Rail, 

Then tack an Altar Service to the Tail, 

Till all their Meat was burnt, and Noſes Raw, 
Some to provoke to give him Food for Law. 

Diſſent, aſſent, his Dues detain or pay, 

(Though not to Heav'n) to Court's the certain way. 
By this good Guide all they were ſure to find, 
Who not conform'd in all things to his Mind: 

If pious Reverence they forgot to ſhew 

To Altars, and his Perſon by a Bow; 

And did not Service ſo exatly mark, 

To ſtart. at all Reſponſes with the Clerk, 

To pour their Voices in the mutt'ring throng, . * 
And help to puſh the murmuring Stream along; 
If they ick not their Times to kneel and riſe, 
And on theſe faults his Spectacles were ſpies. 
But woe to Hugonots remote or nigh ;. 
From his hot buſie Zeal,. and watchful Eye, 
Proctors and Paritours had wealthy. ſpoil, 

And Conſtables an Everlaſting toil, 

Baptiſmal Water, ſacramentaf Wine 

Caſt away much of the Reformers Coin. 
Baſons and Bowls not bleſt with legal Forms 

Were ſure to meet with moſt confounding Storms. 
Diſcord had choſe: this Canon for her own, 

And therefore mark'd his Brow with many a Frown, 
His lean Cheeks wrangled, all the Weinkles claſh'd 
When e'er they met, and deep his Viſage flaſh'd. . 
Therefore his Figure Diſcord wiſely wore, 

For none cou'd fit her better, pleaſe her more. 


„ 


O the Dean's Palace ſtormy Diſcord ſteer'd, 
And finds the bulkly Prelate ſepulcher'd 
In an Alcove and Down; in hopes at laſt 


Of joyful Reſurrection to Repaſt. 4 
6 
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In his fair ſpreading Cheecks, the Church's charge 
Had rais'd a Garden beautiful and large; 

And in two Stories built his goodly Chin, 

To let theſe run to Ruin were a Sin. 

The holy Man did no Expences ſpare, 

To keep 'em faithfully in good Repair; - 
And every part about him far and found, 
For they were Church Demeans and holy Ground. 
Rich Curtains gave his Slumbers ſtrong defence, 
Againſt Day's facrilegious Violence. 

Soft Pillows had his Cheeks, and let no Air 
Approach to harm the lively Roſes there: 

For Youth's Spring Flowers in his Autumn grew, 
Thoſe Checks poſſeſſing which were Age's due. 

All things in order were for Dinner laid, 

When the great Goddeſs her proud Entry made.. 
The exact order highly pleas'd her Eye; 

She. knew the Church vs {crupulous decency. 

In all the Joys of Silence, rale and Pride, 

And with a Breakfaſt ſtrongly fortified, 

The Dean, attending Dinner, flumb'ring lay; 
When thus the Goddeſs drove his Reſt away. 
Wake quickly Dean, ſhe ſaid, or wake no more; 
A Chanter haughtily uſurps thy Power, 

Shines in the Quire with thy Prelatick Grace, 

And awes it with the ſame commanding Face. 
All Bows of Singers are to him addreſt; 

All Congregations by his Mouth are bleſt; 

He graces all the Saints high ſolemn Days, 

When to oblige em he in Perſon 3 
Shortly he'll Youth confirm, and Prieſts ordain, 
And ſcarce to thee thy Rochet ſhall remain. 
Renounce thy Prelacy, or thy Repoſe, 

Thy Fortune dooms thee one of em to loſe. 
This ſaid, ſhe breathes into him, through his Ear, 
The Spirit of a common Barreter, 

He wakes and yawns, and with half open'd Eyes, 
Gives the dire Fiend his Bleſſing as he flies; 
Then like a raging Bull with Hornet ſtung 
Around the Chamber his fat Body flung; -. 


Chid 
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Chid Maids and Lacqueys, why he did not know, 
And before Dinner to the Quire will go. | 
But his wiſe Steward much allay'd his Rage, 


By Counſels ſeaſonable, calm and fage. 
What Fury's this (ſaid he). has ſeiz'd your Mind, 


And hurries you to Church before you've din'd 2 _ 


Oft have you left the Work of ſaving Souls, 

To ſport ſome Hours at Tables, Cheſs or Bowls,. 
But ft the Church ne'er Dinner left 'till now; 

The Drefler-board is ready for the Blow. 

Your Cook now foams,. and ſo does your Pottage,. 
With your Judicious Palate to engage. 

And if your Roſt-meats you compel to ſtay, 

Sir, they will weep their Gravy all away. 

Your Haut-guoſts now moſt vigorous and ſtrong, 
Will ſicken if in cold they tarry long; 

And never be reviv'd by ſecond Heat: 

Sir, if you go, you'll Murder all your Meat. 

It is not Lent; ſay 'twere, it ſeems a. waſte 

Of holineſs in holy Men to faſt, [Laws,. 
Your Tongues and Pens ſupport Church Rites and' 
What need y*engage your Bowels in the Cauſe ? 

Sure *twas the Church's Motherly intent, 

Lent ſhould keep Prelates, and not Prelates Lent. 
Religiouſly ſupport your high degree, 

Do not by toil debaſe your Dignity. 
This ſaid, he wiſely cover'd all the Cloth 

With Crowds; of Diſhes, and a Flood of Broth. 
Much on the pious Dean this Viſion wrought; 
His Cloth a while St. Peter's Sheet he thought; 

A. Treat let down from Heaven in a Dream, 

Till his pleas'd Noſtrils felt th* inviting Steam. 
Then fiercely he apply'd himſelf to eat, | 
And found it more * Viſionary Meat. 

Faſt o'er the Tongue he turn'd his Morſels all; 
Like Morning Collects at a Feſtival; 

Himſelf he almoſt choak'd, but not his Wroth, 
He champ'd his Words and Meat confus'dly bath.” 
He skipt from Diſh to Diſh, he knew not w 
No Order minded, nor ſweet Decency, © 
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The Steward thought his Maſter's end was near, 
He knew not Creatures which he lov'd ſo dear; 

And in great Sorrow was about to run 78 

To ſummon Friends; but Fame that work had done. 

They ſcatt' ring came like Troops of daunted Cranes, 

When the proud Pigmy a recruit obtains, 

The Viſit rais'd the Prelate from Deſpair, 

Chac'd from his Viſage the late furious Air, 

So pleas'd he was with the reſpect they ſhew'd, 

That he youchſaf'd to riſe, nay more, he bow'd : 

Commanded the Weſiphalia-Ham again, 

Fill'd Wine himſelf to honour the good Men, 

Drunk firſt and largely; the Example pleas'd, 

And ſtrait a Flaggon of its load was eas'd. 

He kindly 3 em then to take a part 

Of what remain'd, and of a fair Deſert; 

The Table clear, out burſt his inward Pain. 

Dear Friends 2 he) by whoſe ſupport I Reign, 

My ſelf K charitable Work I own, | 

Which the proud Chanter thinks to tumble down, 

At-leaſt by interpoſing in my Rights, | 

To make me uſeleſs, and blind up my Lights. 

To him do all Church Officers repair; 

At his command the Sexton Rings to Prayer. 

Chapters are held at his uſurping call; 

What need of Deans, if Chanters can do all? 

But then Tears ſtopt the current of his talk: 

His loving Steward empower'd his Tongue to walk 

With chearful Wine, when Beyrude bending low 

With heavy Age, with trembling Steps and ſlow 

« Enter'd the Room, The Church had us'd his Pains. 

In four ſucceſſive Deans Voluptuous Reigns. 

None in Church Cuſtoms was ſo skill'd as he; 

He was a living true Church Hiſtory, 

His Knowledge rais'd him from a Sexton poor, 

To the high Truſt of all Church Garniture, 

Great Office! Robes are often half the Dean, 

This Rules thoſe Robes, ordains em to be clean. 

One ov Ofhce half a Dean ordains, 

O'er half a Dean as Dean he proudly Reigns. 


rd AO. RR Our HH Ar A ADA = HY_AtSd IO MEH I err HMSOLd >To 


He 


% ” 


' MisCELLANY PogMs. 359 


He has in part an Arch-prelatick Power nd 

He's of one Colledge parcel Viſitour. | 

At firſt approach the Reverend Sage eſpies | 4 

The Dean's demoliſh'd Pride and groveling Eyes. | 

Gueſſing the Cauſe, he ſmiling towards him moy'd, |, 1 

And Father- like his childiſh Grief reprov'd. 19 

For ſhame (ſaid he) let the poor Chanter weep,, 11 

Your Rights and Empire ſtudy you to keep. 

Hark to the Counſel Heav'n does now inſpire. 

Where the proud Chanter over- looks the Quire i 

With frowning Arrogance, ſome Ages paſt 

The Church was ſhaded with an Engine vaſt, | 1 

Desk, Throne, or Pulpit, call it what you pleaſe :- | 

At once it ſerv'd Devotion, Pomp and Eaſe, 

There, thron'd in Glory, I have known a Dean, 

In Veſtments Rich, on Velvet Cuſhions lean. 

Prayer-books, Emboſt with Gold, before him ſhone, 

Which drew all Eyes upon *em but his own. 

A Worm ſtol'n from a Grave the Chanter ſeem'd, 

Juſt viſible enough to be contemn'd, 

Time, Fate or Fiends, malicious Men, or all, 

(For they're all Foes to good) conſpir'd its fall. 

Malicious Men, we think, by ſecret Art 

Gave it a Sickneſs in ſome noble Part, 

That never viſited nor minded well, 

One Morn it yawn'd, and down to Ruin fell. 

And to its worth th' ungrateful Quire unjuſt, 

Laid it in dark forgetfulneſs and duſt. | 

What honour'd once the Quire, has now forlorn: 

Lain thirty Winters languiſhing in ſcorn. 

Three of us, fit for ſack a great Affair, 

Will, Perewig'd in Night's diſhevel'd Hair, 

Steal to the Pulpit, in its mournful Room, 

And gloriouſly Reward its Matyrdom. 

If once to murmur the proud Chanter dare, {8 

The Wretch with Forty biting Actions tear. Wl 

Since not in Learning, be in Law renown'd.. : 1 

Shew a Church Spirit, the whole Church confound, 

Ere quit a Tittle of your ſacred Right; 

Let Laymen pray, Prelates are known by Might. 
Voux 


3600/½ The TIN D PART of - 
Your Divine daaling Right dart at your Foe; 
Then to the Church in all Church ſplendor go; 
And there Brow-beat th' Uſurper to the Ground 
Then. to out-brave him diſperſe Bleſſings round. 
To blaſt his Pride, and ſhew yourſelf Supream, 
Bleſs all the Congregation, nay bleſs him. 
The Counſel ſeem'd to admiration wife; 
The Dean in Raviſhments, with lifted Eyes, 
Heav'n's Inſpiration: moſt deyoutly bleſt ; 
But ſtrait a new Reflection ſtruck his Breaſt. 
I now have in the Quire, a Seat, (ſaid he) 
Cloath'd with rich Cuſhions, crown'd with Canopy, 
On what pretence can I erect this Throne? 
Boyrude reply'd, A moſt Religious one, 
Sermons to hear. Th” Aſſembly trembled all 
With horrour at the ſound Fanatical. 

The Prelate hotly fir'd, profanely ſwore ; 

And almoft call'd for an Inquiſitor. 
Dar'ſt thou (ſaid he) name Sermons in my Ear? 
I'll be no Dean, ere buy the place ſo dear, 
I'll rather combat with wild Beaſts like Paul, 
Or, like 1/aiah, be ſaw'd once for all, 
Than weekly be with tort'ring Sermons ſaw'd, 


Poſtpone my Meals, and be with Faſting gnaw'd; 


' Nay more, my ſelf into the Toil they'll fetch, 
And 1 my ſelf ſhall be N to preach. 

Make potent Prelates preach? The Sage replies; 
Pray by what Rule ? Youare not Tongues, but Eyes.. 
Our Eyes guide all our Limbs, yet keep their Eaſe : 
Labour becomes not higheſt Dignities. 

Sect'ries, like Jews, with wandrings are perplext, 
Doom'd all their Lives to rove from Text to Text 
Die in that Wilderneſs, and ne'er poſſeſs 

Rome's bleſſed holy Land of Lazineſs 

A Land that flows with Honey, Milk and Gains, 
At Heav'n's ſole coſt, and not the Owner's Pains, 

. Of this you've more than a dim Piſzak light ; 

And Eaſe is your inviolable Right. 

Make Canons preach; and while the work is done, 
Let your auſtere grave Preſence laſh'em on. 


By 
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By their dull Saws no doubt you will be pain d, 
But you'll with ſweet Revenge be entertain 'd. . 
They've uncanonical Rebellious Tongues, | 
And from *em you've receiv'd a thouſand Wrongs. 
Like Jades in Water-works, Sir, make em ſweat, 
'Till from 'em penitential Drops you get. 
Then you'll ſoon have Revenge and Rev'rence both; 
Soon at your Feet they'll fall, to compaſs ſloth, 
Into a loud Applauſe th' Aſſembly broke, | 
And thought Man never with more Wiſdom ſpoke. 
All ſtart, of Fame to have the greateſt ſhare, 
But the wiſe Dean reduc'd 'em as they were. 
All things in Church by Order muſt be done, 
(Said he? that rears and fixes every Throne. 
None ſhall approach this Work, but thoſe whom Fate 
Shall, by a Lot, ordain and conſecrate. 
Thirty ſelected Names are writ with haſte, 
And in the bottom of a Bonnet caſt, 
Fairly to draw the Billets, they employ 
Roſie-cheek'd Will, that pretty Singing-boy ; 
His Head new poll'd, his Face and Linnen clean, 
Tho? no Saint's Day, for much he pleas'd the Dean. 
The Prelate all partiality diſclaims ; | | 
Having thrice bleſt, as often ſhakes the Names. 
Will draws, and Trole is the firſt Name that comes: 


Birds promis'd good, which freely peck'd their Crumbs ; 


Sure no ill Augury could now be read, 

This red-beak'd Bird from Liquor never fled, 
A pleaſing Murmur in the Throng was rais'd, 
And Fortune's choice by every one was prais'd. 
Will to his Office does again repair, 

And draws a Name, moſt fatal to the Fair, 

Of a young Singing-Man whoſe Charms ('tis ſaid) 
Had. been the Death of many a Chamber-maid, 
Nay, his keen mounting Darts reach'd lofty Game, 
Threatned high Ranks with loſs of Life or Fame. 
Whatever Beauty ogled him was loſt, 

And ſoon became a Strumpet, or a Ghoſt, 
Yet to the dang'rous Snare they ventur'd all : 
Hs Silver Pipe was a true Lady-call, 
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Which both Church Pewsand Play-houſe Boxes eram'd, 
Entic'd the Fair both to. be Say'd and Damn'd. 

But oh! that Lady gain'd' the height of Bliſs, 

Whom he in private taught to Sing and Kiſs. 

Long the ſoft Sex did for the Youth contend ; 
Some took their Eyes, ſome Money for their Friend, 
Some had him all, and ſome had modeſt Shares, 
Some clear'd their Tones, ſome gave a Crack to theirs, 
To him, his Fortune gave a ſecond Choice, 
And now they go to ask Fate's laſt Advice, 
Their Names and panting Hearts are toſt again, 
Each fearing Fate his Perſon ſhould diſdain. - 
Honeſt old Yerger What ſincere delight 
Shook thy dry Corps, when thy Name roſe in fight ? 
Thy Yellow Cheeks turn'd Red, and with a ſhout 
Thou backwards gav'ſt a Spring in ſpite of Gout, 
Now Loyal true Church Hearts, who for Church weal 
Had an unquenchable Religious Zeal, 
Much prais'd Fate's choice of Men for Church Affairs, 
And wiſh'd all Realms as able Miniſters; - 
All Kings as deep in ſight, as Fate had ſhewn 
In chuſing Men, to ſerve the Church and Throne, 
On the Deſign now all prepare to go; 
And in a murm'ring Stream, away they flow 
To the Dean's Cellar, where they rent the Arch- 
With drunken Songs, and ſounded oft a March. 
The Prelate ploy reſum'd his loſt Repoſe, 
And now, till Supper, laid him down to doſe. 


CANTO WW. 


| N OW Night was in the middle of her Reign, 
Great was her Pomp, and ſpacious was her Train. 
From her large Throne of Jet ſhe ſaw the proud 
High Tow'rs of Paris ſcorn an humble Cloud, 

Ravens, and all the Prophets of the Air 

Nightly to Dormitories near repair. 

Amongſt the reſt for twenty Winters foul, 

In a ; 2% Caye, a Sibyl, cald an Owl, 
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Secur'd her ſelf from.Day's opppating Light; 
And fled abroad to Propheſie at Night. 

Of great Diſaſters ſhe has early Senſe, 

Is an impartial true Intelligence. 

All Seas believe her, though ſhe joins with none; 
The Schiſmatick flies all Communion, 

Night for her healing Touch Nature enthrones, 

She often cures both crazy Minds and Bones. 
Kings fall'n with Care * e' en common Men, 
She re-anoints, and makes em Kings again. 

Day wears, but Night repairs, nay makes Mankind, 
The only Labour to her Reign aſſign'd, 

Therefore this Ethiope with Day divides 

The Rule of Time; half through her Empire ſlides, 
Angry to ſee her Reign profan'd with Toyl, 

She poſted to ſuppreſs the noiſy broyl, 

And the bold Authors; for the great Affair, 

She choſe this Owl her premier Miniſter, 

And call'# her out; her black Queen's Voice ſhe knew, 
To her Retinue joyfully ſhe flew. 

Both ſwittly through th' Auguſt Cathedral paſt, 

And found the Priſon of. the Engine yaſt. 

It lay neglected in a deſert Room 

Night plac'd her Bird deep in its duſty Womb.' 
Now. Trole and Minnum, two great Chiefs Ele&, 
Left the Dean's Vault, and the flow Verger check'd. 
He was as vigorous as they in Mind, 

But Age and Gout detain'd him far behind. 

Beſides th” old Tortoiſe carried on his Back 

Of neceſſary Tools a boiſterous pack, 

As Hammer, Chiſſels, Mallet, Saw and Nails, 
Under whoſe Weight his wafted Vigor fails. 

The Warrior's force through Night's affrightful Shade, 
Then valiantly the high proud Dome Invade, 

Firſt they aſcend to the magnifick Porch, 

Which ſtor'd the valued Learning of the Church. 
The Verger ſtop'd the Troop, whilſt with the dint 
Of Steel, he cut the Veins of ſtubborn Flint, 

And forc'd from thence a Spark; the Infant bright 
As ſoon as Born begot another Light, N 
Which 
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Which proves to them a kind of Midnight Sun, - 

By whoſe direction boldly they go on. 

Th' unfolding Gates upon the Troop let looſe 

. Deteſted Shades, like Floods through opening Sluice, 
Like a bold Caravan the Stream they ſtem, 

The Horrors and the Solitude contemn, 

So on in Wilds where never was a Road; 

And reach at length the Pulpit's dark abode. 

Their Wonders on the fallen Machine they feaſt, 

Like Birds upon the Carcaſs of a Beaſt, | 

How now (laid Minnum) come we here to gaze: 

And then, ambitious to engroſs the Praiſe, 

With a Riff threatning Arm, and bending Back, 

He ogly made a * Attack. 

Ere half his Force the Engine had receiv'd, 

( Aſtoniſhing! and ſcarce to be believ'd) 

A horrid Voice out of the Pulpit flew, ; 

Th' old Verger from his Back his Burthen threw 

The Fire out of Trole's flaming Viſage ſtray d, 
Only in his Noſe, as in a Socket, play'd. - 

Pale Minnum like a Lilly hung bis Head, 

With his loſt Miſtreſs wiſh'd himſelf in Bed: 

But fearing Shame he put falſe Courage on, 
Seem'd bolder now more Danger might be won. 
The frightful dang'rous Engine ſhook once more, 
With greater Reſolution than before. 

The angry Owl once more depriv'd of Eaſe,  - 
Ruſhes abroad with louder Menaces, 

Scatt'ring a Storm of Wind and Duſt about, 
Which put their Candle and their Courage out, 
Their trembling Knees cou'd not their Bodies bear; 
Their Nerves were weaker than their ſtaring Hair. 
In wild Confuſton they ſlunk all away, 

Like Truants by their Whipfter catch'd at Play. 
Diſcord rag'd at their foil, and in deſpight 

Of their baſe Fear will force em to the Fight. 

In Boyrude's wither'd Figure ſhe appears | 
Aged, but worn with Wrangling more than Years; 
Wrinkled, but Malice half the Cyphers made, 

And claim to half his waſted Viſage laid. I 
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Her bending Trunk ſhe with a Staff ſupports, 
And haſtes to find her Warriors dark reſorts. 
With broken Voice, and hoarſe with frequent brawl, 
She cries, Where are you fled, you Cowards all? 
Think you, becauſe your odious Heads you hide, 
Your Infamy more odious is not-ſpy'd? 
Come out, and ſhew the reaſon of your fear, 
Stung with Reproof, with Boldneſs they appear, 114 
Proud of th' Encounter, and prepar'd to boaſt, ll | 
For all of 'em beliey'd the G a Ghoſt, | 
Minnum was fix'd in the Opinion ſtrong ; | 
His Charms had kilPd a Sempſtreſs fair and young, | 
Her Heart was cruſh'd between his Voice and Face, | 
The Kingdom had not ſuch a dangerous Place. | 
His Voice had fix'd her in the fatal Snare : | 
She often came to gaze on him at Prayer, | 
And when his Eye was from the Book releas'd, 
He Glances ſhot which pierc'd her tender Breaſt, 
At length, alas! ſhe periſh'd in the fray, 
Her Ruin therefore heayy on him lay. | 
What Shape cou'd more exactly fit her Soul, 


Whom the wing'd Chanters drive out of their Sight, 
And make her live in melancholy Night, 
With theſe Conceits they ſwelling came, and cram'd; 
Minnum for th” Owl a doleful Speech had fram'd. 
He ſaid, We ſaw a Ghoſt or Goblin foul ; 
eply'd the Goddeſs, Goblin? a poor Ow! 
rives you from Glory by baſe childiſh Fears, 
his Owl has been my Neighbour Thirty Years, 
fear my own Houſe ſhe every Evening makes, 
nd ſends abroad her nightly Almanacks. 
ear you. a fooliſh timorous Owl's grimace ? 
low durſt y' encounter then a Judge's Face? 
soard Lawyers without Fees, as I Dave done, 
And to my ſelf Immortal Glory won, 
Judges from me cou'd not protect the Bar, 
Where ſpite of em my Deeds recorded are. 
Oh Sirs! the Church Fals braye Spirits then; 
A Sexton was as ſurly as a Dean; , 
Ges N Bore 
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Bore Wrongs as proudly, and forgave as few; 
The leaſt of us wou'd a whole Chapter ſue. 
But the old World grows barren by degrees, 
And breeds no more ſuch Gallant Souls as theſe. 
However imitate. their Virtues great, 
Let not an Owl compel you to retreat. 
Think what Diſhonour on your ſelves you throy, 
How -inſolent you'll make the Chanter grow: 
From Texts he cannot borrow ſuch Controul, 
As from the ſhameful Story of.the OwI. 
The Thought o' th* Owl will ride you Night and Day; 
Diſpirit you, though you be ne'er ſo gay; 
Untune your Voices when you'd ſing your beſt, 
Ruffle your Plumes when you are neatly dreſt, 
Your Surplices, Wips, Cravats, ſet with care, 
E'en Women will regard you leſs than Prayer; 
The Pews will be 3 by degrees, 
And the old Verge, loſe his Sunday Fees. 
1 hear a murmur ſay your Spirits riſe, 
And I ſee Church-like Fury in your Eyes, 
Away to Honour, gather Laurels faſt, _ 
With preſent Bravery, hide Diſhonour paſt, 
This Gd, the Warlike Goddeſs took her flight, 
And mounting ſtreak'd the Air with-tracks of Light, 
Which fir'd our Champions Hearts, The Howlard fled, 
A generous Contempt ſucceeded Dread. 
Th' Affront receiv'd from the vile ſaucy Foe, 
On ans: was reveng'd by many a Blow. 
In mournful Tones the pitying Organ moan'd, 
And. the whole ſympathizing Temple groan'd. 
Ah! when this ſpacious wooden Horſe was rear'd, 
If thou, oh Chanter! hadſt the Treaſon heard, 
Thou in Defence of Eccleſiaſtick Pride, 
Like a true Church Apoſtle, woud'ft have dy'd; 
Rather great Martyr been, than Chanter ſmall, 
And in Req Letters ſhine, or not at all, 
But ſleep thou feed'{ does with thy Foes combine, 
And hug thee whilſt they compaſs their Deſign, 
For now a lofty Eccleſiaſtick Throne 

haſt hohe. 


Buries thy Bencb, where thou ſo long haſt 
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OW do the Cocks begin their Morning brawl, 

And drowſie Chanters to their Mattins call. 
Their Chief was troubled with a frightful Dream, 
Which made him ſweat, and waken with a Scream. 
His trembling Valets, on his ſecond Cries, 
Forſake their warm enticing Down, and riſe. 
But wakeful Gerot reach'd his Maſter firſt, 
An humble Valet, but a Yerger curſt. 
He kept the Quire on the ſiniſter ſide, 
He crouch'd at home, but there he ſhew'd his Pride, 
Mean were his common Cuſtomers for Pews, 
So in their humble Bows he took his Dues, 
Said he, What Humour drives your Reft away, 
Will you to Church when it is ſcarcely Day ? 
Sleep on, your Buſineſs is to take your Eaſe, ' 
Let vulgar Chanters earn their Salaries, 
Friend, ſaid the Chanter, trembling, faint and pale, 
Your Mirth, wou'd die, if you knew what J ail. 
Inſult not o'er me, R to hear 
Th' amazing Cauſe of my ſurprizing Fear. 
When Sleep had twice upon my Eyes beſtow'd 
Of drowſie Poppies a freſh-gather'd Load; 
I dreamt I fill'd my lofty Seat in Prayer, 
Triumphing o'er the minor Chanters there, 
Abſolving, Chanting, taking humble Bows, 
Giving the Bleſſing; all with frowning Brows - 
When a great Dragon, with Jaws dreadful wide, 
Souz'd on my Bench, and ſwallow'd all my Pride.” 
Then Rage Tongue-ty'd him; Gerot, laughing loud, 
Said, Dreams were fumes from ill-conco@ed Food; 
Cooks with ill Sawce cou'd eyery Night beſtow 
On childiſh Fancies ſuch a Poppet-ſhow, 
The ſour old Man cou'd ne'er with Mirth agree, 
But now-abhorr'd his ill-tim'd Raillery : 
Forbad him ſpeaking, and from Bed he flings. 
Gerot to calm him his rich Habit brings: 

Which 
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Which very little cou'd his Mind ſuſtain, 

For if his Desk be hid, all thoſe were vain, 

But yet their offer'd Grace he will not flight, 
He ruſh'd into his Gown, and Surplice white, 
But above all he will not leave behind, 
His ſpacious ſcarlet Hood, with Tabby lin'd. 

His _— Heart wou'd break, if he ſhou'd lack 

That proof of Learning, to adorn his Back. 

With his beſt Bonnet then he grac'd his Brow, 

Sole mark of Learning his white Head cou'd ſhew. 

His purple Gloves he never fail'd to wear, 


When he wou'd Honour much himſelf and Prayer, 


And marching-now in Battel to engage, 
Omitted no illuſtrious Equipage. Ir 
Then much beyond the weakneſs of his Years 
Puſh'd on, and earlieſt in the _ appears, 
But oh! What Spite and Fury fir'd his Blood, 
When on his Bench he ſaw the Pulpit ſtood ? 
Oh! Gerot ſee! ſaid he, the Dragon ſee, 


Which broke my Sleep, and now will ſwallow me. 


Oh! faithful Dream, thou too much Truth haſt ſhown; 


- The Dean is an Ingenious Tyrant grown; 
By this Machine, does wittily contrive 
To ſend me to Infernal Shades alive. 
Nothing but God will ever ſee me here; 
Dark Shadows will expunge my Character. 

_ - Ere ſuch a horrible Affront I'll bear, 
II quit my Office, and the Church forſwear; 
1'll give my vain ſuperfluous Chantings o'er, 
And tire the Ears of God and Man no more. 
I'll never toil that Deans 1 Glory win, 
Nor fee that Quire where I ſhall ne er be ſeen. 
"Tis time * to go to Shades when Dead, 

I'll now have Light: Then his old Arms he ſpread 
With fury ſtrong ; and ſhook the wondrous frame, 
When th' Organiſt and the Clock- mender came, 
His faithful Friends. The Viſion ſtruck em wan, 


With trembling Hands they held th' old vent'rous Man; 


Said they, the Work's toe wel hty for us all; 
By a full Chapter let the Monſter fall, | 
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In open Day, 'twill your great Party ſhew, 
Strengthen your ſelf, and terrifie the Foe. | 

Right, ſaid the Chanter; go, by Noiſe or Force, 

The Mleeping Canons from their Beds divorce, 

The Champions trembled, when beyond their Thought 
Their Counſel on themſelves ſuch Danger brought, 


- Oh! moderate your Anger, Sir, faid they 


Awaken rich fat Canons before Day ? | 

Men doubly buried both in Fleſh and Down ? 

Th' Attempt is rare, the Deed was neyer known, _ 

Starv'd Monks a Larum in their Boſoms keep, 

Hunger; a watchful Enemy to ſleep. 

Their thin worn Wheels are ſoon in motion ſet, 

But who can ſtir a Canon mir'd in Fat? 

Deceitful Cowards, th' old teſty Man reply'd, 

You fain your Terror of the Dean wou'd hide. 

A hundred times I've ſeen you crouching ſtand 

With ſervile Necks, beneath his bleſſing Hand. 

The Work, good Gerot, ſhall by us be done, 

Our Friends He once ſhall ſhame the loit'ring Sun; 

Cunning old Gerot knew the Canons well, 

Spar'd his worn Lungs, rung the great Maſter-Bel! ; 

Which like the heavy Dean but ſery'd for State, 

And almoſt broke the Church with needleſs weight, 

Th' unchriſt ned Bell, with Sacrilegious roar, 

From his ſtrong Camp the God of ſlumbers tore; 

Broke open all the holy Canons Eyes, | 

And * the Devil of Noiſe and Tumult riſe, 

Some believ'd Thunder broke into the Room, 

Others half fear'd it was the Day of Doom. 

Some Prieſts leſs ſcar'd, thought twas a dying Knell, 

Some keenly hungry hop'd *twas Pancake Tet. 

The Sound with different Senſe fill'd every Head, 

Like a dark Text, wond'rous Confuſion bred. 

So when to batter down a hundred Walls, 

The thund'ring Lewis leaves the fair Verſailles 

To the young Spring, not valuing her Delights, 

And with ſpread: Banners all the World affrights; , 

Danow to,th* Euxin haſtes his March to ſnun, 

dwift Rhyne in great Commotion hurries on. 
Vor, III. 8 ö Bruſſels 
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Bruſſels for burſting Bombs looks every Hour, | 
And Sodom-like to feel a fiery Shower. | 

Rich skirted Tags creeps far under Ground, 

And hides much "Treaſure there in Vaults profound, 

Amphibious Holland plunges deep in Waves, 

Buries it ſelf alive in watry Graves. 

So under Blankets the Prieſts duck'd their Heads, 

Sought a warm eaſie Burial in their Beds, | 

Vexatious Gerot knew their Temper well, 

With potent Words he ſeconded the Bell. 

Ho! Breakfaſt waits, the cunning Verger cries, 

At that Angelick Summons all ariſe, 

In Expectations of divine Delights: | 

All look their Cloaths, but none their Appetites, 

For they were ready ere their Gowns were on: 

Headlong undreſt to the great Hall they run: 

But ſtead of Breakfaſt met a mournful Tale, 

Told by the Chanter with great Fury pale; 

Who as a Peſtilence were in his Breath, 

Struck mighty Hunger with a ſudden Death, 

Everard painful Abſtinence abhorr'd, 

And bad the Verger cover ſtrait. the Board, 

To that once ſavoury Motion no Man ſpoke, 

At length learn'd Allen the deep Silence broke. 

He only of all the Priefts our Church obey'd, 

Had not his Latin ſmother'd and o'erlaid. 

Others by Wealth to Dulneſs did advance, 

And with the Church's Coin bought Ignorance. 
But he had wander'd from that practis d Rule, 
And was as Learn'd as when he came from School, 
His Roman Tongue there gave him mighty Power, 
There he. was almoſt Roman Emperor. 8 
None in his Preſence durſt lay claim to Parts, 

For if they did his Latin ftabb'd their Hearts, 
This Tyrant yet was their Defence and Grace, 
Latin was ſuch a Terror to the place. 
All other Canons fled at firft Alarms . 
Of Men approaching with fuch dreadful Arms, 
But noble Alles ſeorn'd his Head to hide, 
And ſturdy Shocks of Latin durſt abide, 
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Moſt learnedly e ipp'd, th' accompliſh'd Man 
Having firſt cough'd; his wiſe Harangue began. 
Some Huguenots, our curſt Eternal Foes, 

Planted this here, to batter our Repoſe. 

In ſome Church Hiſtory they have read, I fear, 
Canons onee preach'd, and Deans fat here to hear, 
I range in Volumes not to 2 for Art, 

But to meet Latin which delights my Heart, 

Let us all Study with what ſpeed we may, 

And ſhew our ſelves as deeply learn'd as they. 
About this Pulpit: then, let's quickly ſound 

All learned Men in theſe great things profound. 
Th' unlook'd-for Counſel all th' Aſtembly fcar'd, 
But made an Earthquake in fat Everard  . 

Who ſhaking; with Aſtoniſnment and Rage, 
How I (ſaid h&) turn SchookBoy in my Age? 

Do thou look pale, and wither o'er a Book, 

I ne'er ſo 8 as on the Bible look. 

J only ſtudy when our Rents are due, 

When Leaſes fall, and Tenants ſhou'd renew. 
Books Þ abhor, they fill the Church with Schiſins; 
Much Miſchief we have had from Sillagiſms, 

If to Religion you won'd Converts make, 


Burn Books and Men, fay I, and uſe a Stake. 


I will not vex my Head, my Arm alone 
Shall without Latin throw this Pulpit down. 
I care not what Heretick Raſcals ſay: 
What troubles me Pll throw out of my way. 
So let's prepare for the renown'd Deſign, 
And when accompliſf'd, plentifully Dine. 
No ſooner the word Dinner paſt their Ears, 
Than up their Stomachs. roſe, down fell their Fears. 
But than the Chanter, none more bold and great, 
Said he, this Tub too long has made us ſweat. 
Do Deans fear Duſt, muſt they be cas'd like Clocks T 
Wou'd they like Cent'ries awe us from a Box. 
In our Church Pillar is ſome Roitenneſs ſpread, 
To hide himſelf he wou'd be wainſcotted ? * 
My Vengeance on this Foppery I'll throw; 
And an Hour's faſting on the Work beſtow; - 
| 82 This 
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This done at once we'll break our Faſt, and Dine, 
And two fair Meals with both their Portions join. 
By this inſpir'd, the haughty Champions go 

With an audacious Zeal to charge the Foe, 

The Walls vain aid to the poor Engine lent, 

The Nails in vain their Iron Fingers bent; 

The Champions 3 all Reſiſtance round, 
The batter'd Engine fell with many a Wound. 
Antichriſt never had ſuch dreadful Blows, 

From mighty Prieſts who were his bitter Foes. 

For as this Pulpit was, he's wondrous high, 

A great Uſurper of Church Vanity. 

Therefore have many rail'd at him aloud, 

He will let no Man but himſelf be proud, 

Now the Dean's State, of late ſo high and great, 
Once more is in a Sea of Darkneſs ſet; 
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A very ancient Song of the  Baniſhment of 
the two Dukes of HEREFORD and 
NoRro L xk, in the Time of King 
RicnyarpD the Second. z | 


W O noble Dukes of great Renown, 
That long had liv'd in Fame, 
Thro' hateful Envy were caſt down, 
And brought to ſudden Shame; 
The Duke of Hereford was the one, 
A prudent Prince and wiſe, 
'Gainſt whom ſuca Malice there was ſhown, 
Which ſoon in ſight did riſe. 
The Duke of Norfolk moſt untrue, 
Declar'd unto the King, 
The Duke of Hereford greatly grew 
In hatred of each thing, 
Which by his Grace was ;a&ed ſtill, 
Againſt both High and Low; 
2 And 
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And how he had a traiterous Wil 
His State to overthrow... , 

The Duke of Hereford then ini haſte 

Was ſent for to the King 

And by the Lords, in order plac'd, 


Examin'd of each- _ 
Who being guileleſs of this Crime, 
Which was againſt him laid; 
The Duke of Norfolk av that time 
Theſe Words unto him ſaid, 
How canſt thou widths a ſhamelefs Fare 
Deny a Truth ſo ſtout; 
And here before his Royal Grace 
So falſely face it out ? 
Did not theſe wicked Treafons paſs, 
When we together were, 
How that the King unworthy was 
The Royal Crown to bear? 
Wherefore, my gracious Lord, quoth he, 
And you his noble Peers, 
To whom J wiſh long Life to be, 
. With many happy Years; 
I do pronounce 47 is you all, 
This treacherous Lord that's here 
A Traytor to our noble King, 
As Time ſhall ſhew it clear, 
The Duke of Hereford hearing that, 
In Mind was grieved much, 
And did return this Anſwer: flat, 
Which did Duke Norfolk touch : 
The term of Traytor, truthleſs Duke, 
In Scorn and great Diſdain, 
With flat Defiance to thy Face, 
I do return again, EL 10 
And therefore i it pleaſe: your Grace 
To grant me Leave, quoth he, 
To combate with my deadly Foe, 
That here accuſeth me; 
J do not doubt but plainly _ 
That like a perjur'd Knight, 
i Ws & 3 
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He hath moſt falſely _ my Shame, 


Againſt all Truth and Right. 
The King did grant this juſt Requeſt, 
And did therewith agree, * _- 
At Coventry in Auguſt next 
This Combat fought ſhould be. 
The Dukes on ſturdy Steeds full ſtout, 
In Coats of Steel moſt bright, 
With Spears in Reſts did enter Lifts, 
This Combat fierce to fight. 
The King then caſt his Warden down, 
Commauding them to ſtay, 
And with his Lords he Counſel took, 
| To ſtint that mortal Fray; 
At length unto theſe noble Dukes 
The King of Heralds came, 
And untothem with lofty Speech 
This Sentence did proclaim, 
Sir Henry Bullenbrook, this Day, 
The Duke of Hereford here, 
And Thomas Mowbry, Norfolk Duke, 
Valiantly did appear: | 
And having in honourable ſort, 
Repaired to this Place, 
Our noble King for ſpecial Cauſe 
Hath alter'd thus the. Caſe : 
Firſt, Henry Duke, of Hereford, 
Ere fifteen Days be paſt, 


Shall part the Realm on pain of Death, 
While ten Years: ſpace doth laſt. - 


And Thomas Duke of Nerfolł now, 
That hath begun this Strife, 
And thereof no good Proof can bring, 
I fay for Term of Life; 
By Judgment of our Sovereign Lord, 


Which now in Place doth ſtand. q 


For evermore I baniſh thee, © |. 

- Out of thy Native Land: 
Charging thee on Pain of Death, 
When fifteen Days are paſt, 

F = 


Thou 


* 
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Thou never tread on Engliſþ Ground, 
So long as Life doth laſt. 

Thus they were ſworn before the King, 
Ere they did further paſs, 

The one hub never come in place 
Where-as the other was. 

Then beth the Dukes with heavy Hearts 
Were parted preſently, | 

Their uncouth Streams of froward Chance 
In Foreign Lands to try, 

The Duke of Norſelł coming then 
Where he would Shipping take, 

' The bitter Tears fell down his Cheeks, 
And thus his Moan did make : 

Now let me Sigh and Sob my fill, 
Ere I from hence depart, 

That inward Pangs with ſpeed may burſt 
My ſore afflicted Heart. | 

Oh curſed Man! whoſe loathed Life 
Is held ſo much in ſcorn, . 

Whoſe Company is clean deſpis'd, 
And left as one forlorn: | 

Now take thy leave and laſt adiew 
Of this thy Country dear; 

Which never more thou muſt behold, 
Nor yet approach it near, | 

Now happy ſhould I count my ſelf, 
If Death my Heart had torn : 

That I might have my Bones entomb'd, 
Where b was bred and born: 

Or that by Neptune s wrathful Rage 
I might be preſt to dye, 0 

Whilſt that ſweet England's pleaſant Banks 
Did ſtand before mine Eye. 

How ſweet a Scent hath Englih Ground 
Within my Senſes now: | 

How fair unto my outward fight 
Seems ev'ry Branch and Bough? 


The Fields and Flowers, the Streets and Stones, 


Seem ſuch unto my Mind, 
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That in all other Countries ſure, 
The like I ne'er ſhall find. 
O that the Sun with ſhining Face 
Would ſtay his Steed by ſtrength, 
| That this ſame Day might ſtrete ed be 
To twenty Years in length: 
And that the true III Tide 
Her haſty Courſe would ſtay; 
That Aolus would never yiel 
To bear me hence away. 
That by the Fountain of my Eyes 
The Fields might watered be, | 
That I 8 ve my grievous Plaint 
Upon each ſpringing Tree: 
But Time, I ſee, Si Eagle's Wings 
So ſwift doth fly away; 
And dusky Clouds. begin to dim | 
The brightneſs of the Day: 
The fatal Hour draweth on, 
The Winds and Tides agree; 
And now, ſweet England, overſoon 
I muſt depart from thee: | 
The Mariners have: hoiſed' Sail, 
And call to catch me in, 
And now in woful Heart 1 feel 
My Torments to begin. 1 17 
Wherefore farewel for evermore 91 
Sweet England, unto the; 
But farewel all my Friends, which 1 1 
- Again ſhall never ſe:: 
And England here: L kiſs thy Ground, 
Upon my bended Knee, 
Whereby to ſtew: to all the Mord 
How dearly 1 love thee. 
This being ſaid, away he _ 
As Fortune did him 40 1 
And at the length with Lt of nean 
In Venice there he dyꝰd. | 
The noble Duke in doleful: — 
Did lead his Life in France; 
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And 
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And at the laſt the mighty Lord 
Did him full high advance. 
The Lords of England afterwards 
Did ſend for him again, 
While that King Richard at the Wars 
In Ireland did remain : 
Who, by the vile and great Abufe 
Which through his Deeds did ſpring, 
Depoſed was, and then the Duke 
Was truly crowned King, 
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Au Ancient Paſtoral Song. 


1 PON a Down where Shepherds keep, 
Piping pleaſant. Lays, 
Two Country Maids were keeping Sheep, 
And ſweetly chanted Roundelays : 
Three Shepherds, each an Oaten-Reed, 
_ Blaming Cupid's cruel Wrong, 
Unto theſe rural Nymphs agreed 
To keep a tuneful Under-Song. 
And ſo they were in number fiye, 
Muſick's number ſweet, 
And we the like let us contrive, 
To ſing their Song in order meet; 
Fair Phyllis's Part I take to me, 
She 'gainſt loving Hinds complains ; 
And Amarylis thou ſhalt be, | 
She defends the Shepherd Swains, 
Ph, Fie on the lights that Men deviſe; 
Sh, Hey ho, filly lights : 
P, When ſimple Maids they would intice, 
S. Maids are young Mens chief Delights: 
A, Nay, Women they which with their Eyes, 
S. Eyes like Beams of burning Sun: 
A. And Men once caught they ſoon deſpiſe, 
S. So are Shepherds oft undone, 
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P. If any young Man win a Maid, nf 
S. Happy Man is he; e 1] 
P. By truſting him ſhe is betray'd, 


S. Fie upon ſuch Treachery ;: a 

A. If Maids catch young Men with their Guiles, 
S. Hey ho, hey ho, guiltleſs Grief, 

A. They deal like weeping Crocodiles, 

S. That murther Man without relief. 

P. I know a filly Country Hind, 

S. Hey ho, he ; I ſilly Swain! 

p. To whom fair Daphne proved kind; 

S. Was he not kind to her again? 

P. He yow'd to Pan with many an Oath, 

S. Hey ho, Shepherds God is he: 


A. Yet fince he hath chang'd and broke his Truth; 


S. Troth-plight broke, will plagued be, 
A. She had deceived many a Swain, 
S. Fie upon falſe Deceit; | 
A, And plighted troth to them in vain, 
S. There can be no Grief more great. . + 
A, Her meaſure was with meaſure paid, 

S. Hey ho, hey ho, equal meed; 

A. She was beguil'd that was betray'd. 
S. So ſhall all Deceiyers ſpeed. gn 
P. If every Maid were like to me, 

S. Hey ho, hey ho, hard of Heart! 

P. Both Love and Lovers ſcorn'd ſhould be: 
S. Scorners ſhould be ſure of ſmart. 

A. If every Maid were of my Mind, 

S. Hey ho, hey ho, lovely ſweet, 

A. They to their Lovers ſhould prove kind: 
S. Kindneſs is for Maidens meet. 

P. Methinks Love is an idle Toy, 

S, Hey ho, hey ho, buſie Pain; 

Pp. Both Wit and Senſe it doth annoy ; 

S. Both Wit and Senſe thereby we gain. 
A. Tuſh Phyllis, ceaſe, be not ſo coy: 

P. Hey ho, hey ho, my Diſdain! 

A, I know you love a Shepherd's Boy ; 

S. Fie on that Woman ſo can feign, 


*2# 1 
Fa > 


p. Well 


p. Well, Amaryllis, now I yield; 
S. Shepherds ſweetly pipe aloud; 
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p. Love conquers both in Town and Field; 


S. Like a Tyrant fierce and proud. 
A. The Evening Star is up, we ſee, 
S. Veſper ſhines, we muſt away; 

P. Would every Lady would agree: 
S. So we end our Roundelay. 


The End of the TRIX 
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